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OH, WANTON WIND! 
BY MILES O'REILLY. 
On, wanton wind! warm, kissing, kind, 
Thy zephyrs turned my Laura’s tresses; 
Bathed lip and hand with fragrance bjand, 
And even fanned those deep recesses 
Where love is seen, warm-couched, serene, 
Asleep between two summer billows ; 
Oh, heedless wind! to beauty blind, 
Where couldst thou find more tempting pillows? 


The lily bell, whose anthers tell 
| The time so well, by you set ringing; 
The rival rose, wherein repose 

Queen Mab, and those unto her clinging; 
The violet sweet, the daisy neat— 

Should I repeat each fragrant blossom— 
Oh, careless wind! could all combined 

So please thy mind as Laura's bosom? 


Insensate still’ hence, hence and fill 
The idle sail of yon bright vessel! 
And yet—ab, stay! ere hence you stray 
Leave me, I pray, your right to nestle; 
Give me to seek her damask cheek, 
And whispering speak what thou ne’er dreamest ; 
For me to lie one moment nigh 
Her heart and die, were bliss supremest! 











PHIL SHERIDAN RIDING TO 
THE FRONT. 


WE give on our first page a sketch of General 
SHERIDAN’s arrival on the field October 19, The 
victory gained at Cedar Creek that day surpassed in 
interest the victory gained precisely one month 
earlier at Winchester. It was a victory followin,- 
apon the heels of apparent rc verse, and therefore re- 
flecting peculiar credit on the brave commander to 
whose timely arrival upon the field the final success 
of the day must be attributed. 

The General was at Winchester in the early mern- 
ing when the enemy attacked—fifteen miles distant 
from the field of operations. General WriGuT was 
in command. The enemy had approached under 
cover of a heavv fog, ana flanking the extreme right 
of che Federal line, held by Croox’s Corps, and at- 
tacking in the centre, had thrown tbe entire linc 
into confusion, and driven it several miles. The 
stragglers to the rear were fearfully numerous, and 
the enemy was pushing on, turning against the 
Federals a score of guns already captured from 
them. 

This was the situation a little before noon when 
SuERtAN came on the field, riding, says one of his 
staff, so that the devil himself could not have kept 
up. A staff-officer meeting him pronounced the 
situation of the army to be ‘‘ awful.” 

* Pshaw,” said Sueripan, “it’s nothing of the 
sort. it’s all right, or 2 fix it right!” 

SueEripan hastened to. his cavalry on the extreme 
left. ‘Galloping past the batteries,” says the World 
correspondent, ‘to the extreme left of the line heid 
by the cavalry, he rode to the front, took off his hat 
and waved it, while a cheer went up from the ranks 
not less hearty and enthusiastic than that which 
greeted him after the hattle of Winchester. Gen- 
erals rode out to meet him, officers waved their 
swords, men threw up their hats in an oxtremity of 
glee. General Cusrrr, discovering SHERIDAN at 
the momert he arrived, rode up to him, threw his 
arms arour d his neck, and kissed him on tne cheek. 
Waiting for no other parley than simply to exchange 
greeting, and to say, ‘ This retreat must be stopped ! 
Sheridan broke loose and began galloping down the 
lines, along the whole front of the army. Every 
where the enthusiasm caused by his appearance was 
the same.” 

The line was speedily re-formed; provost-mar- 
shals brought ix. stragglers by the scores; the re- 
treating army turned its face tc the foe. An attack 
just about to be made was repulsed, and the tide of 
battle turned. Then Sureipan’s time wa: come. 
A cavalry charge was ordered against right and left 
flank of the enemy, and then a grand advance of 
the three infantry corps from left to right on the 
enemy’s centre. ‘‘On through Middletown,” says 
the correspondent above quoted, ‘‘and beyond, the 
enemy hurried, and the Army of the Shenandoah 
pursued. The »oar of musketry now had a gleeful, 
dancing sound. The guns fired shotted salutes of 
victory. Custer and Merrrrt, charging in on 
right and left, doubled up the flanks of the foe, 
taking prisoners, slashing. killing, driving as they 
went. The march of the infantry was more majestic 
and more terrible. The lines of the foe swayed and 
broke before it every where. Beyond Middletown, 
on the battle-field fought over in the morning, their 
columns were completely overthrown and disorgan- 
ized. They fled along the pike and over the fields 
like sheep.” 

Thus on through Strasburg with two brigades of 
cava'ry at their heels. Two thousand prisoners 
were guthered together, though thero was not a 
sufficient guard to send them all to the rear. The 
gurs Jost in the morning were recaptured, and as 
many more taken, making fifty in all, and, accord- 
ing to SHERMDAN’s report, the enemy reached Mount 
Jackson without an organized regiment. 

The scene at SHERIDAN s head-quarters at night 
after the battle was wildly exciting, ‘Genarai 
Custer arrived about $ o'clock. The first thing he 
did was to hug General SHERIDAN with all his might, 
lifting him in the air, whirling him around and 
around, with the shout: ‘By ——, we’ve cleaned 
thein out and got the guns!’ Catching sight of Gen- 
eral Torbert, Custer went through the same pro- 
ceeding with him, until Tonner? was forced to cry 
out: ‘There, there, old fellow ; don’t capture me !’” 

SHEEIDAN’s ride to the front, October 19, 1864, 
will go down in history as one of the most import- 
ant and exciting events vhich have ever given in- 
terest te a battle-scene; ind to this event will. be 
attributed the victory of .1e day. Says General 
Grant, “ Turning what bid fair to be.a disaster 
inte a glorious victory stamps SHERIDAN what I 
have always thought him, one of the ablest of Gen- 
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THE JACKSONIAN DEMOCRACY. 


HE call for a meeting of old Democrats who 
believe that we should first exhaust the 
rebel armies before we attempt ‘‘ to exhaust all 
the resources of statesmanship,” is one of the 
most remarkable signs of the times. It proceeds 
from old-fashioned Jacksonian Democrats, who 
have known no other party name or association ; 
who voted against Mr. Lincotn in 1860, but 
who see that they must vote for him in 1864, or 
connive at national dishonor. It comes from 
men who can not recognize the Chicago plat- 
form as worthy of American patriotism, nor the 
candidates who stand upon it as representatives 
of the American Union. A Major-General who 
accepts, without a word of dissent, the nomina- 
tion of a Convention whose whole movement 
proceeds upon the plain declaration that the war 
is a failure, becomes—as one of his chief sup- 
porters calls him—the “ creature” of that move- 
ment, and such a Major-General can by no 
possibility be the candidate of men whose chief 
delight is to remember ‘‘ the days of Jackson,” 
and to call themselves by his name. 

The call is signed by some of the most emi- 
nent and influential Democrats in the City and 
State of New York and in all the loyal States. 
They feel that the men who are now controlling 
the party do not represent its true instincts, and 
that the policy*to which these men have given 
the name Democratic is so cowardly and dishon- 
orable that, in scornfully rejecting it, there is 
great danger that the people: will always associ- 
ate it with the party name it bears. This call 
substantially asks what fature there can be for 
a party which is led by VaLLanpicHam, the 
Se:arours, Lone, PENDLETON, the Woops, and 
Harris. It further asks what sort of Jack- 
sonian Democracy is that of which Reverpy 
Jouxson, Ropert C. WintHROP, WASHINGTON 
Hont, and Hrram Kertcuem are doctors and 
expounders. It further asks what kind of a 
Democratic party it is which excludes Jonn A. 
Dix, F. B. Currinc, Moses Tayrtor, ALEx. 
T. Srewart, Gustavus A. Conover, Henry 
Nicxzo__, Wituiam H. Wess, Peter Cooper, 
A. VanperporL, M. ALsHorrrer, THEODORE 
Roosevet, Epwarps Pierrepont, Henry G. 
Sressins, James R. Wuitinc, Georce B. 
Butter, D. S. Copprneton, R. B. Roosevert, 
James Wapsworts, A. A VaLentine, Henry 
T. Incas, and J. A. Stewart If these men 
are not Democrats, who are? 

But higher than any partisan consideration 
is the patriotism of this call. These are men 
who have alway: served their country as Demo- 
crats. They love their party name. But they 
love their country more. And, therefore, they 
oppose a policy which is, although falsely, called 
by the party name. It is another illustration 
of the truth that the Chicago infamy is fully 
understood by the people; and that no letters, 
however painfully labored to obscure the po- 
sition of the candidates, can possibly conceal it 
M‘CLELLAN and PENDLETON are the candidates 
of compromise with rebellion, of submission, 
and surrender. When was that a Democratic 
policy? When was cowardice an American 
policy? If AnpREw Jackson had said to the 
South Carolina nullifiers 1s Gzoren B. M‘Ciet- 
LAN says to the rebels now: ‘‘ Let us go into an 
ultimate convention,” or had :weetly sighed with 
Georce H. Penpieton, “ Let them depart in 
peace,”’ no body of stanch and unconditional 
American patriots would ever have called them- 
selves the Jacksonian Democracy. 

If Douctas had lived, instead of whining, 
“@t’s a very expensive war, and we're dreadful- 
ly whipped, and Slavery is so very divine: let’s 
ask them for peace,” he would have cried, with 
the Union men of to-day—* Let’s have emanci- 
pation and more uncompromising war.” and he, 
like Lixcoty, would have carried the country 





SHERLDAN. 

Generar Paruip Saerman differs from the 
Chicago Convention. That pairioiie body, led 
by Horatio Seymour, pronounced the war a 
failure. ‘Do you think so?” cries SHERIDAN, 
as he and his brave men turn the tide of battle 
and win another glorious victory It is 2 vic- 
tory won over the army of Earty reinforced 
from Richmond. It is a victory under which 
Lee must winee and reel, for if he can not hold 
the Valley he can not hold Richmond. It is a 
victory which infinitely increases the spirit of 
SHERIDAN’s army and disheartens the enemy, 
for it was wrung from apparent defeat. It is a 
victory which illustrates his military genius, for 
few generals have ever done whaisSueripay did. 
It was not only a battle turned, bat a defeat re- 
trieved. The exulting enemy was routed, and 


| los: his trains and gans. Such victories are 


won only by a general who entirely trusts his 
army; and by an army which knows and loves 
its general, and would gladly follow him where- 
ever he led, 

Thus the national campaign of 1864 draws to 
& close more magnificently than any previons 
one, while the whole military movement of the 
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rebellion shows the spasmodic fury of desperation. 
Hoon’s march to SHERMAN’s rear, Pricz’s ma- 
rauding invasion of Missouri, the raid upon St. 
Albans in Vermont, the guerrilla gusts that dash 
into our lines and are gone, the serious debate 
in the rebel papers upon the arming of slaves, 
and the loss and rout with which every rebel 
plunge is baffled—all these things betray the 
fierce and fruitless energy of despair. 

And this sudden activity along the rebel lines 
is in concert with the Chicago movement. It 
is meant to vex and harass the public mind with 
doubts and fears, to appall the timid, and weak- 
en the feeble. If the rebels can gain an ad- 
vantage, however slight, at any point, they know, 
and the whole world knows, that they increase 
the chances of the election of Pexpirton and 
M‘CiettaN- = That alone shows that the Chi- 
cago candidates represent the policy of submis- 
sion and surrender. Let the people of the United 
States elect General M‘Crexvan for their Presi- 
dent and they declare that the war is a failure, 
and that the country has no hope but in the best 
terms the rebels may choose to allow. They own 
that they are conquered, and they deliberately 
decide tu supplant Grant by Firz-Joun Porter, 
who, from the days of Wést Point, has held a 
singular ascendency over General M‘CLELLAN ; 
to substitute Don CarLos Bue for SHERMAN ; 
and some General Patterson for PHILip SHERI- 
DAN. 

With Generals of the Burtt school in the 
field, with politicians like- Horatio Seymour, 
WicxkuirFe, Cox, Loxe, and Company, in the 
Cabinet, the overthrow of the essential princi- 
ple of the American Government is assured. 
For the policy they support is compromise with 
rebellion, and that is the confession that the au- 
thority of the Governmen* can not be main- 
tained. But while Grant, SHerman, SHERI- 
Dan, and Farracut are clearly seen by the 
American people, those people can not mistake 
the issue, and will not vote for their own dis- 
grace. 


AGREEABLE TG REBELS. 


A creat deal of Copperhead appeal is to this 
point—that Mr. Lixcotn is a very distasteful 
man to the rebels, and they will never submit 
so long as he is President; but Genera! M‘Cret- 
LAN is more agreeable to them, and they will be 
much more disposed to succumb to him. 

There are two things to be considered in this 
astute argument. The first is, that if citizens 
refusing to yield to the result of a Constitutional 
election because of their personal dislike of the 
candidate elected, are to be bribed into quiet by 
having that man set asido, they accomplish their 
rebellion and overthrow the Government. And 
they overthrow it upon a pretense so utterly pu- 
erile as to be absurd. In the present case.the 
objection of the rebels to Mr. Lrxcoxn is that 
he is identified with the supremacy of the Gov- 
ernment, which 1s the very reason why we ought 
not to displacc him before the insurgents sub- 
mit. They should be made to yield to the au- 
thority of the Government in the person of the 
man under whose administration they defied it , 
for then there will be no confusion in their minds. 
In the rebel view Mr. Lincoln is identical with 
the Government, and yielding while he is its rep- 
resentative they will understand that they are 
subdued. If they dictate a choice of persons, 
and we comply, they will feel, as they ought, 
that it is not they, but the people, who have 
yielded. To urge the defeat of Mr. Lixcotn 
upon such a ground as this is to show at once 
that your sympathy is with the rebels. 

The second point is, that if General M‘Cre1- 
LAN is more agreeable to the rebels than Mr. 
Laxcoiy, it is not an honorable fact for the 
General. For they can prefer him only because 
they believe him to be less inflexibly devoted to 
the Union and Government; or because they 
believe that they can coerce him to their will , 
or because they are grateful for his unwilling- 
ness to hurt them. These are reasons for the 
rebels to pray f6r his success: but they are not 
reasons for loyal citizens to vote for him. 








MR, PENDLETCNS “OLD FAITH” 


Me. Greorcr H. Penpterton, the Chicago 
candidate for Vice-President, has written a let- 
ter, in which he says that ‘‘ there is no one who 
cherishes a greater regard for the Union, who 
has a higher sense of its inestimable benefits, 
who would more earnestly labor for its restora- 
tion by all means which will effect that end, than 
myself.” He says also that he makes no pro- 
fession of a new faith; that he only repeats that 
of aa old one. 

This letter, like General M‘CLELLAan’s, is in- 
tended to confuse the public mind. Nobody 
ever charged that Mr. Pexpirtoy was opposed 
to the Union. But he himself tells us 
that if any State chooses to secede, the United 
States Government has no right and no power 
to prevent it. This is his “old faith,” which 
this letter assures us that he has not changed. 

Mr. PenpDLeton’s speeches and votes in Con- 
gress since the rebellion began, from his elabo- 
rate effort in the session of 1860-61, in which 
he declares for the extremest CaLnoun doctrine 
.of State sovereignty; and insists that the Na- 
tional Goverament has no-aathority to enforce 
its laws or maintain its existence—from the 
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time when he said of the States, ‘‘ If your differ. 
ences are so great that can not or will not 
reconcile them, then, 
ing States depart in peace,” down to the mo- 
ment when “he thanked God that he had not 
voted a man or a dollar for this abolition war.” 
have been frank and consistent, and this letter 
shows it. 

The New York Daily News, the leading 
organ in this country, says, with perfect truth : 


Mr. PexDLETON does not praise the Union 
half as warmly as Jerrerson Davis used to; 
and, like Jerrerson Davis, he is very careful to 
avoid saying that he thinks it can be restored by 
force of arms. ‘‘ By all means which will effect 
tiat end,” says Mr. PENDLETON ; but as he thanks 
God that he has never favored the war, it is clear 
that war is not one of the means. But “an 
immediate cessation of hostilities” is a means; 
@mpromise is 2 meaas; negotiation is a means, 
And if all such means fail, then—*‘let the se- 
ceding States depart in peace.” This is Mr. 
Georce H. Pexpteton’s “old faith;” and 
when it is the new faith of the American people 
he end General M‘Ciexuan will be President 
and Vice-President—but not before 





THE TENNESSEE TEST OATH. 


In his Augusta speech Jerrerson Davis 
says: ‘‘We must beat SHERMAN, we must 
march into Tennessee—there we will draw from 
twenty thousand to thirty thousand to our stand- 
ard.” 

It is to prevent these very persons from voting 
that the ** Tennessee test oath” is proposed. The 
loyal citizens of that State intend that the rebels 
shall not regain at the polls what they lose in 
the field, and shall not obtain possession of the 
State either by arts or arms. Does any truly 
faithful citizen of this country object to any 
stringency of oath which secures that result, and 
defeats Davis's purpose ? 





COLONEL LOWELL. 


ie Awmone the kiiled it the late greai battle and 
victory in the Shen:.ndoah Valley was Colonel 
Cuarzes R. Low tt, Jun., of the Second Mas- 
sachusetts Cavalry, commanding one of Mer- 
ritT’s brigades. Entering the service at the 
beginning of the war, he was commissioned 
Lieutenant in she Sixth regular cavalry, and 
soon rose to be Captain. During the Penin- 
sula Campaign he served upon the staff of Gen- 
eral M‘CLELLAy, and his great military skill 
apd commanding character led Governor Ax- 
DREW to appoint him Colonel of Volunteers. 
When his regiment was zeady for the field Col- 
onel LowELt was intrusted with the cavalry in 
the District of Columbia to watch Mossy in 
front of Washington. From this duty he wel- 
comed the summons to the Valley at the open- 
ing of SHeRrtan’s campaign, during which, in 
his daring and victorious assaults, for which his 
name was mentioned with constant honor, nc 
less than twelve horses were shot under him. 
At the battle of Cedar Creek, at about eleven 
o’clock in the morning, Colonel LoweLi was 
struck by a spent ball in the breast. Removed 
from the saddle, but refusing the urgent request 
of Generals Torpert and Merritt that he 
would allow himself to be carried to the rear, 
he remained lying upon the field awaiting the 
order to charge. At three o’clock in the after- 
noon the order came. He caused himself to 
be lifted into the saddle, and although his voice 
was gone, so that he could whisper merely, he 
placed himself at the head of the column to 
which every whisper of their beloved leader was 
an inspiration. In the assault into the little 
town Colonel Lowe. was shot in the back, 
probably from an ambush, and his frame was 
instantly paralyzed. But his mind was per- 
fectly clear, and he at once prepared to die. 
Nothing was forgotten in those last hours by 
the tenderest husband, the most faithful son, 
the truest friend. Every final disposition w2s 
calmly made, and he asked to be buried upon 
the field where be had fallen—a request which 
was overruled, and he yielded. Without pa'n, 
gradually sinking, he lingered through the night 
and died the next morning, as only good men 
and heroes die. He was sn his thirtieth year. 
Gentle, brave, and generous; of a rrcly 
blended manliness and tenderness; carefully 


| educated at Harvard College, and thoronghly 


trained to practical affaire by wide travel and 
. much experience of men; of a singular put''y 
and nobility of nature, and entirely devoted 
the cause for which he fought, he falls like his 
only brother, Lieutenant James Lowe t, killed 
upon the Peninsula, and his brother-in-law, 
Colonel Rosert G. Suaw, killed at Fort Was- 
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ner, in the flower of his youth and domestic 
happiness, another of the costly sacrifices that 
this nation offers for its salvation, 


more surely than ever to the overthrow of 
system which instigated this rebellion to 
stroy the country, and murders our friends and 
brothers who die to save it. They die, these 
brave and noble boys, but they live. They live 
in our purer purpose, in our firmer resolution, 
in the surer justice of the nation. Against com- 
promise, against concession, 
this precious bloodcries from the ground. God 
be thanked! no nation could be saved to which 
it cried in vain. 
_* 


CHEERFUL FOR THE “ULTIMATE 
CONVENTION.” 


‘‘My first effort was for peace,” said Jer. 
rerson Davis at Augusta, ‘‘and I sent com- 
missioners to endeavor to arrange an amicable 
dissolution, From time to time I have repeat- 
ed efforts to that end, but never, never have J 
sought it on any other basis than independence.” 

‘Tt is asserted,” says the Montreal corre- 
spondence of the London Times......‘‘that the 
Hon. C. C. Cray and the Hon. Jacon Tuomp- 
son, the Confederate Commissioners in Canada, 
have received instructions from Richmond to 
propose peace......on the basis of a restoration 
of the Union. I am able to state on the highest 
authority that Messrs. Cray and Txompson 
have no such mission....... Their platform is 
Southern Independencegand that alone.” 

Mr. ALEXANDER H. Srepuens says the same 
in his letter. 

Governor Brown repeats the same state- 
ment. 

Herscuet V. JonNson must have independ- 
ence at least. 

“If you can not or. will not reconcile your 
differences,” says Mr. Gzorcr H. Penpeton, 
“then, gentlemen, let the seceding States de- 
part in peace.” 

‘Mr, PenpLeTon’s actions and records are the 
same as the records and position of Gzorcr B. 
M‘CLELLAN,” says Mr. Sanprorp E. Cuvurcn. 








MR. PENDLETON AND THE 
REBELLION. 


A Frew evenings ago Mr. Jonxn Vax Buren 
introduced to a serenading multitude in front 
of the New York hotel, the favorite resort of 
secessionists in the city, his ‘‘ erring sister” Mr. 
Grorcr H. Penpteton. Mr. Penpieton said 


that he was born in Ohio, and knew the senti-- 


ment of her people. But we all know what 
that is. Ohio told us on the 11th of October. 
Mr. VatianpienaM is also from Ohio—and he 
knows her sentiments. He learned them last 
year. = 

Mr. Pexpirton also alluded to a campaign 
document representing him as giving a vote in 
Congress on tie 7th of July, 1864, when Con- 
gress adjourned on the 4th of July ;. and from 
this “frend and forgery,” he says, you mgy 
judge of the credibility of the whole fabrication. 

Rut the student of Mr. Pexpieron’s record 
will find that, on the 7th of January, 1864, for 
which evidently July is a misprint, Mr. Joun 
D. Batpwin offered a resolution with a pream- 
ble utterly denouncing the rebellion as “‘ organ- 
ized treason,” ete. All who voted voted aye. 
Mr. Grorcs H. Penpieton dodged. 

On the 18th of January, 1864, Mr. Smith of 
Kentucky submitted the following preamble and 
resolution : . 


security of personal 
vee upon its absolute and utter extinction; there- 
lore, 


‘* Resolved, That it is the political, civil, moral, and sa- 
ered duty of the people to meet it, fight it, crush it, and 
forever destroy it.” @ 

Mr. James C. ALtgew moved to lay the pre- 
amble and resolution on the table. This failed, 
a Mr. PexDLeton voted for it—yeas 26, nays 

”) > 

The resolution was then adopted—yeas 112, 
nays 16—Mr. Pendleton voting against it, with 
Woon, Voornezs, James C. Attex, Lone, 
Harris of Mar Ancona, and others. 

_On the 18th of January, 1861, at the begin- 
ning of the rebellion, Mr. Gzorce H. Pexpie- 
TON asserted the right and power of the Presi- 
dent to recognize secession in these words 

“What may be the constitutional power 
ernment to recognize the secession of a State I decline to 


discuss at present. ut this I say, it we should become | 


engaged in a war with a foreign enemy, and a portion of 
Cur territory should be captured and reduced to possession 
by the enemy, and we should be obliged to make a treaty 
of peace on the basis of retaining what each party had 
aninired—uti possidetie—acknowiedgi: f 

°¢ ihat territory to have passed away from %s, certainly 
to on tral Gucarament weed Sue Ce Saar ae rere 


our admitted boundaries. Moe Oe 
my colleague declares, has not the Federal 
*s much power to treat that 





now 
ofa wart Will a conflict of arms confer constituti-~-' 





On the 16th of September, 1864, Mr. Grorce 
H. Penpueton was in Dayton on a visit to his 
friend Mr. VaLianpieHam, and he made a little 


‘* whose beneficent recently solemnly 
announced in National Convention will 
us ” — Those are, 


into “an ultimate Convention.” é 

This will perhaps serve to show the “ fraud 
and forgery” of the assertion that Mr. Gzorcr 
H. Penpurron is of the ultra Southern States- 
rights school, as it certainly reveals the exact 
quality of his ‘‘ devotion to the Union and the 
Constitution.” 





DAVIS AT AUGUSTA. 


Upon his return from Macon Jerrerson 
Davis made a speech at Augusta. It has the 
same wild tone of despair as that at Macon. 
**Words,” he says, “‘ will not now avail....... 
You must consult your heart: perform tore 
than the law can exact; yield as much as free- 
men can give, and all will be well.” In his 
foolish fury Jerrerson Davis calls his loyal 
fellow-citizens of the United States “deniers of 
the rights of men,” while he and the world know 
that.the only reason for the war which he wages 
upon the Government of his country was that it 
was secured in the future to Liberty and equal 
rights. He and his associates rebelled to save 
slavery. They now declare it was for independ- 
ence, and because of incompatibility. But the 
independence they seek is for the purpose of per- 
petuating slavery, and the incompatibility they 
plead is because of the existence of slavery. 
‘‘We were a freé and independent people, in 
States that had a right to make a better Govern- 
ment when they saw fit,” says Davis; and his 
Lieutenant, Srernens, declares that they de- 
signed that better Government to rest upon the 
** corner-stone of slavery.” 





THE- SAME RECORD. 

In a late speech for the Chicago candidates in 
the city of New York Mr. Sanrorp E. Cuurcn 
said that ‘‘he could not see why any one should 
object to Grorecr H. Penpieton: his actions 
and his records were the same as the records 
and position of Georcr B. M‘Cieviax.” 

If this be true, General M‘CiEevxay is of the 
political school of Joun C. Catuoun and Jer- 
FERSON Davis, as Mr. Penpieron is. 

He then supports the extreme.doctrine of 
State sovereignty, as Mr. PENDLETON does. 

He thinks that the States have the right to 
secede at pleasure, as Mr. PunpLeton does. 

He believes that the Government has no right 
to defend itself from the attacks of rebels, as Mr. 
PENDLETON does. 

He believes the war to be atrocious and wick- 
ed, as Mr. Pewpieton does. 

He is in favor of saying to the rebels, ‘‘ De- 
part in peace,” as Mr, PenpiEron is. 

If Mr. Cuvrcn tells the truth of his candi- 
date, General M‘CLELLAN agrees entirely with 
the rebels; for if Mr. Penpieton’s theory of 
our Government be correct, secession is strictly 
Constitutional. What a pleasing President of 
the United States such a theorist would make! 





midway between these trees, was @ square which 
held the ten-pins. The game lay in throwing the ball so 
that it would miss the pins in going out and strike them 


rary 
sii 
in 
ui 
Hi 


oo the motion of the ball, he let 
it go. Every pin i throw, and a 





“+t Vou can't do that again.’ 


“*I can do better than that,’ sald Roszonans, again 
- taking the ball. A shout of derision followed the boast, 
but he quietly set himself to work, and, half a dozen times 
in succession, made from twenty-five to thirty ‘ strokes.'” 





THE PRESIDENT’S SPEECH. 


world, upon the event. I regret thet 
years sooner, which, I am sure, would 
nation more money than would have 
private loss incident to the measure; but it 
has come at last, and I sincerely hope its friends may fully 
from it, and that its 


dent on the 4th of March, and that in the interval I shall 
do my utmost that whoever is to hold the helm for the 


country and their liberty; and in this, in office or out of 
it, I am resolved to stand by them. I may add, that in 
this purpose—to save the country and its liberties—no 


class of people seem so nearly unanimous as the soldiers in_ 


the field and the seamen afloat. Do they not have the 
hardest of it? Who should quail when they do not? God 
bless the soldiers and seamen, and all their brave com- 
manders!" 


GENERAL SHERMAN AND THE 
ARMY VOTE. 


Rrsets shrink from SHrrman's sword and Cop- 
perheads from his pen. A foolish story has been 
circulated that he had said ninety-nine out of ev- 
ery hundred soldiers in his army would vote for 
M‘Cievtan. General SHerman flanks and routs 
the falsehood in the following letter : 

“Hi =ne, Mi D ov THe Mrssrssrrrt, 

in tae Fretp, Krmosron, Ga., Oct. 11, 1864. 

“My Dear Sm,—There is not one word of trath in 
the paragraph you sent me cut from the New York Her- 
ald of September 20. I never thought, said, or wrote that 











JUDGE VANDERPOEL UPON THE 
CRISIS. 


Hon. Aaron VAxDERPOEL says, in a late letter 
to a Union meeting in Ulster County . 

“T voted against Mr. Lrvootm in 1860, and for Horatio 
Sxrmovr in 1962, but nov feel called upon, by every obli- 
gation of duty and patriotism, to cast my vote for Anra 
Sam Lenco ond Mr. Fustox. - . 


‘+ My doctrine is that, as tho rebels began the war with- 


platform, which has not a word of fault to find with the 
rebels, and goes for peace at all events, and at any price. 

“T, too, am for peace; but I am for a peace which is 
honorable—not for one which brings disgrace and humili- 
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enhance effect, it was 
usual preliminary of a ekirmish. Almost 
works were taken and a large number 
thus gained was pur:ued; the en 
overrun, and a large number of re 
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at 
st 
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taken. a visional divis com- 
manded by Colonel Kitchin, which was also ronted. 
The other two divisions at the same time advanced and 


attacked the Nineteenth which was exposed on its 
left flank by Crook's retreat. alzo breast-worke and 
ins were taken. The rebel artillery meanw poste: 
mn commanding situations on the Cedar 
Creek, continued to pour in upon oar troop:. 
hole left was soon retreating on the pike 
toward Middletown. 

North of this road was posted the Sixth and the 
cavalry, which had as yet taken no part in battle. 
The cavalry, moving in rear, soon on the 
where it the sadvance. The Sixth Corps 


the Nineteenth Corps. Here the enemy began to be held 
at bay, and the entire Federal line was withdrawn a short 
distance to a more defensible position. The enemy fol- 
lowed close, and more guns were taken, on account of the 
me es them off in =, At this a the 
a sions suffered great im horses and men. 
After the line was formed 


tion just north of Middletown. 

ir guns had been taken from n-, 
great number of killed and wounded marked the 
retreat, among whom were several able officers. 

*Thoburn, commanding First Division, Eighth 

Corps, had been killed; also General Bidwell, command- 
ing Third Brigade of Second Division, Sixth —— Gen- 
ad been 

General Wright himeelf was wound- 


Sheridan had slept at Winchester the previous night, 
but hearing the cannonade in the — he took his 
horee and purhed on toward Strasburg at fall gallop, ar- 
riving on the field at ten o'clock a.m., just as the army 
had taken up its tion north of Middletown. On his 
way he had met throng of wounded and stragglers. 
_ latter were forthwith gathered in ®y provost mer- 
ehals. 

The new line of battle ran as follows: The Nineteenth 
Corps on the right, the Sixth in the centre, and the re- 
covered Eighth Corps on the left. Curter’s cavalry was 
on the extreme right, and Merritt's on the left. The en- 
emy attacked at one p.m., and was repulsed. At three 
o'clock Sheridan assumed the offensive and attacked. Tie 
cavalry made a furious charge on either wing, which wis 
followed by an impetuous advance on the centre. The 
rebel line was completely broken, and the cavalry follow- 
ed up the retreat, reaping the fruits of a decisive vietory ; 
all the fue lost were recaptured, and fully #s many more 
in addition taken from the enemy: and 36C0 prisoners 
were captured, including 300 officers. The cayalry con- 
tinued the pursuit to Mount Jackson. The entire rebel 
loss is estimated at about 10,000. Nearly 12,000 stands of 
arms have been taken. 


LETTER FROM THE PRESIDENT TO GENERAL 
; SHERIDAN, . 

The following is « copy of a letter addressed to General 
Sheridan by the President : : 

“ Executive Manston, Wasmiweton, cr. 29, 1864, 

“ Mason-Genrrat SHERIDAN,—With t pleasure I 
tender to you and your brave army the ke of the na- 
tion and my own admiration and gratitude for 
the month's operations in the Ehenandorh Valley, and es- 
pecially for the splendid work of October 19. Your obe- 
dient servant, Aprasam Lovoo.n.” 

THE WESTERN CAMPAIGN, 

Hood is no doubt retreating southward, with Sherman 
closely pursuing. No new developments have been mace 
in vegard to the designs of the rebel cavalry under Forre-t. 

October 19 an engagement occurred between Pr'ce and 
General Binnt at Lexington, Missouri, the result of which 
was a Federal victory. General Price is retreating south- 


THE ST. ALBANS RAIN, 
In the efte: October 19 considerable disturbances 


fternoon of 
was occasioned in St. Albans, Vermont, by the appearance 
in that town of several marauders from the Canada eice, 


ment of men, 

ceeded in capturing the er part 
in recovering $150,000 of the stolen money. The Govern- 
or-General 


found. The raid was followed by considerable excitement, 
and in a few hours the whole frontier was under arma, 


NEWS ITEMS. 


Henry C. Niles, a clerk employed in the city delivery 
was arrested 





at naturally attached iteelf to the 

’ districts ; but the detection of Niles has 

of course exonerated them. ‘The prisoner aimitted his 

guilt to Mr. Gayler, and the clearest evidence of it wns 

also found upon his person. He was taken before United 
States Commissioner Stilwell, and held to bail in $5000. 


one men, and the Government bounty 
which makes just donbie that sum paid to 


each 
, bat the county is paying for a three years’ recruit 
paar 9 a two years’ rect uit and for a one year re 





FOREIGN NEWS. 


EUROPE, 
reported Capiain Semmes has departed from 
Lee atiehih 108 men for Madeira, whero he will man 
the steamer Ranger, and proceed upon another cruise. 3 
The commercial depression still t in England, 
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UNION REFUGEES COMING INTO THE FEDERAL LINES.—[Sse Pace 717.] 
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ADAMS EXPRESS OFFICE AT CITY POINT, VIRGINIA, ON PAY-DAY.—[Skercuep py J. R. Haniron.) 
at Crty Pornt, Virorsta, during the time that the | of whose money forms the principal business of the | that rough, common-looking barge, moore’ along 
ever-welcome Paymaster is on a visit among the | branch of the Company located there—come in upon | the wharf at City Point—and which many hardly 
| the office im overwhelming crowds. recognize as the office of Adams Express Company, 


‘*Few people,” says our artist, “‘in* looking at | in spite of the large flag at the stern announcing th« 


ADAMS EXPRESS COMPANY. 
We give on this page a sketch representing the | troops. This time is selected because it is then that 
sppearance of Apams Express Company's Orrice, | the officers and men of the army—the transmission | 


NS Se 


VALLEY OF THE SHENANDOAH—PAYING SHERIDAN’S TROOPS AT NIGHT IN SUTLER’S TENT.—[Sxercusp pyr Mr. Wrarrtox. 
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fac’, plainly enough—could imagine the vast amount 
of aes ~ transacted on’board of it. Having to do 
rot only the freighting, but what literally amounts 
<9 the banking business of the thousands comprising 
an army. one may suppose is no ordinary labor; but 
very few who have not witnessed the modus oper- 
andi can realize how immensely that labor is in- 
creased by the necessary lack of all those technical 
facilities by which banking establishments are car- 
ried on, and which it is impossible to find at the 
temporary base of an army constantly in motion. 
It is an average thing, irrespective of the large 
amount of freight constantly going to and from the 
office at City Point, for from 50,000 to 75,000 dollars 
in money to be daily transmitted, in individual 
packages, from the soldiers to their friends at home ; 
and there are days when the aggregate can not fall 
short of 150,000 dollars. 

‘These packages, after having their contents 
duly counted and receipted, have to be sealed up 
with five large impressions of sealing-wax, stamped 
by the Company's seal, and then read over and tal- 
lied—a tedious mechanical labor often reaching far 


into the night. The whole of the work in this im-, 


portant branch of the Company devolves upon one 
responsible agent and seven assistants.” 





THE PRICE OF A KISS. 


Wuew I was a boy—a tall, strapping young fel- 
Jow of seventeen or e'ghteen—father was a farmer, 
and owned that pie: 2 of ground yonder. It was a 
fine farm then, tho gh they've cut a railway through 
it now, and spo.ed it with their improvements. 
In those days we were content to travel by the 
stage or on horseback ; and I must confess I don't 
think we've gained much by the change except ex- 
plosions, though you mayn’t agree with me there 
—youngsters never do. Just here stood old Wij- 
ber Trabb’s tavern-—the Jolly Farmer. Tavern 
wus no disgrace then, though you'd insult a hotel 
te call it one now. They hadn’t much steady com- 
pany there; but folk stopped on the way up by the 
stage, and drovers and farmers on the way to mark- 
et took their meals there. Of winter evenings 
the Squire, and the Doctor, and even the Parson, 
used to come over to taste old Trabb’s ale and have 
a chat with him. He was a well-educated, lighi- 
hearted old man, who had fought when young in 
the Revolutionary war; and though past seventy 
could drink and laugh with fellows young enough 
to be his grandsons. Such stories as he used to 
tell of his own bravery and hair-breadth escapes 
would make your hair stand on end with horror. 
We youngsters never doubted a word of them then, 
whatever we may do now at times. With his 
large bulky figure, and red face, and loud voice, 
he was the strangest contrast to his daughter Me- 
hetabel—-Hetty every one called her. She was like 
some slender white lily in those. days, and her voice 
no louder than some silver bell, and just as music- 
al—a shy little soul just come home from school, 
and ready to cry with fright at the thought of hav- 
ing to take her. place as mistress; for you see her 
mother had been dead years and years. The tomb- 
stone in the church-yard was just as old as Hetty, 
and she was the only woman about the house. 

In a little while she grew used to it, and less 
timid; and then from looking at her at a distance 
I came to speaking to her. The first time was at 
the great gate that opened upon the road from the 
back of the house. It was heavy and hard to open, 
ancl seeing her little hands busy with it I went across 
and set it back for her; and she said, “Thank you 
—you're very kind to take so much trouble.” 

‘**No trouble at all, Miss Hetty,” I said; ‘‘it’s 
a pleasure.” And then she blushed, and I felt the 
blood rush into my face, though I don’t suppose 
she noticed it; for what with work in the open air, 
aiid the sun, and sheepishness, I was about as red 
as I wel! could be all the time in those days. 

After that we bowed, and smiled, and spoke 
when we.met; and at last one Sunday evening I 
mustered up resolution, and dressed myself in my 
best, and put a rose in my button-hole, and took a 
bouquet’ for her, and went across the fields to Wil- 
ber Trabb’s. Two or three times I felt like turning 
back, or running off somewhere ; but I screwed my 
courage to the sticking point and got to the door. 
i'm not sure, though, that I’d have made up my 
mind to go in if she hadn’t been sitting there on 
the porch reading her prayer-book. She put it in 
her pocket, and looked up and smiled. 

‘How do you do, Mr. Maffit?” she said. ‘I'm 
glad tosee you. Walkin.” And she took me into 
tie little parlor and handed me a chair. : 

{ can remember that room just as if it was yester- 
day. There was a home-made carpet, red and yel- 
Jow stripes, on the floor; and a mahogany tea-table 
you could see your face in between the windows; 
and all about the room was wainseoted and painted 
blue about as hizh as your waist. Above that was 
whitewashed. The mantle-piece was higher than 
your head, and had plated candlesticks and a tea- 
caddy on it; and on the wall were two paper profiles : 
one of old Wilber, and the other of his wife, cut at 
a fair when they were sweet-hearts, The chairs had 
rush bottoms and were painted black, and there 
were green window-papers tied up with tassels at the 
windows. Hetty wore a white dress and a check 
apron, and had a string of coral beads about her lit- 
tle throat. I remember it all like a picture—most 
of all her pretty eyes, looking down at the stripes in 
the carpet. 

“It's a nice evening, Miss Hetty,” I sai 
something, as I ought. 9 en 

“Very,” she answered. ‘I’m always glad of a 
bright Sunday. Rain keeps the people from church, 
and makes it dull, besides.” 

**T saw you in church'this morning,” I said. 

“*T saw you too,” replied Hetty, and then there 
was silence. She plaited her apron strings, and I 
stared at her. 

.’* 1 see you've plenty of flowers, Miss Hetty,” I 
said ; ‘* but mother has such good luck with her car- 
pry I thought I'd bring you a few, if you'd ac- 
cept them ;” and I handed her my 1 ay. 
amiled and took thei, a 





“ They’re beautiful,” she said. “I'll put them in 
water ;” and she went —— brought rpty- sd 
polished beer-glass half full of water an 
in it; and having something to do with her hands 
and eyes grew less bashful. And we talked about 
flowers and seeds and gardening for a good while. 

When the moon was up we went out on the porch 
and sat there. And she told me about her city 
school, and a teacher who was very kind to her, and 
of her joy that she could be so useful to her father, 
and that he was so fond of her. 

“ For you see,” she said, ‘I'd been away so long 
I knew nothing about home, and not much even 
about pa.” 

“J'm sure,” said I, ‘‘ the loss was his, and if you 
were my daughter I’d not send you to school away 
from me one day.” And then I was so conscious 
that I'd made a silly speech that I said ‘“ good- 
night” in quite a short way, and wished the earth 
would open and swallow me. 

That was my first visit to Hetty, but not the 
last. Pretty soon I went up to see her every Sun- 
day night, and waited on her to sjnging-school, and 
had got so that I could talk in my natural voice— 
the first night it was only a queer husky growl— 
and could express my own ideas, such as they were, 
in something like comprehensible language. 

Hetty had read more than I had ever heard of. 
She was well educated for a girl in those days, and 
she made me wonder at her smartness when she 
was not afraid of talking. She wrote a pretty 
hand, too, and could sing the sweetest ballad. My 
only fear was that I was too homely, and rough, 
and countrified to suit her. Father knew where [ 
went Sunday nights, and laughed about my going 
sparking; but mother was anxious.* She thought 
that Hetty was not just the girl for a farmer's wife, 
I fancy, and she had made up her mind that I 
should marry my far-away cousin, Ann Dolting. 
But I took my own way, and grew fonder of dear 
little Hetty every day. I hoped, too, that she liked 
me better. At last there had been an apple-paring 
at neighbor Welcome’s; dancing and games had 
kept us uw» all night, so that it was almost dawn 
when I saw Hetty home. How peaceful the green 
fields were in the gray twilight, with the pale moon 
and stars just fading out of sight, and the dew, like 
diamonds, on every spear of the long grass! I had 
offered Hetty my arm, and the dear little hand lay 
like a snow-flake on the black cloth. Something 
—not myself, I'm sure, for I’d not have dared to— 
made me suddenly stoop my head and kiss the 
pretty fingers, and the next minute we were stand- 
ing face to face quite still, with both her hands in 
mine. : 

‘Oh, Hetty!” I said, ‘‘ please don’t be angry ; 
but I love you so—you are so very dear to me. 
Ever since that first evening I’ve felt that if you 
should say I might not have that little hand to 
keep I should want to die. I don’t know what 
there is in me to like; but, Hetty, for Heaven’s 
sake try to like me enough to be my wife. The 
best and handsomest fellow in the world couldn't 
be fonder of you than I am.” 

She wouldn't look up. She wouldn't speak. I 
tried to see her face, and it was all wet with tears. 
But when I put my arm about her she did not seem 
angry, and I drew her to my heart and held her 
there long enough to kiss her twenty times; and 
then we walked on over the fields, and I thanked 
God for giving me so great a treasure. Old Wilber 
Trabb was not opposed to the match; but when I 
talked to him about it as Hetty bade me, he said, 

“Tf the girl has set her heart on it she may 
marry you, but I can’t spare her yet, and you are 
both young gnough to wait a couple of years; so it 
was settled that we should be married two years 
from that time on my Hetty’s nineteenth birthday. 
‘* All the better,” said the old folks, and Hetty was 
content; but I felt anxious to have her all my own. 
She was so lovely that I fancied every man in the 
world must envy me. 

As for my doing as I did I’d have staked my soul, 
and that’s a pretty heavy stake, that I never could 
have done it. 1 was bewitched, I think, or Satan 
took possession of me. But this is how it hap- 
pened. We had been engaged a year—Hetty and 
I—I think, when a pretty Southern girl came to 
Butler to live. Butler was the next village. She 
had an opportunity of making a show, for her fa- 
ther owned plenty of darkeys, and gave her all the 
money she wanted. She dressed elegantly, and 
gave herself airs, and wondered how any woman 
could do housework. A great black woman with 
slipshod shoes came with her to wait on her, and 
she never poured out the water to wash her own 
hands. She put silly notions into many a girl's 
head, but Hetty only laughed ather. Why I never 
knew, but she took a notion to me—she glanced and 


Once or etty was silent and a little pale 
after the parties and h where we met 
one a oe tee eee oor being 
jea : 


‘“*I thought you had staid quite as long as you 
“What do you mean?” I asked. 





My heart gave a strange little leap as she said 
those words, but I answered by a laugh and kept 
close to her all supper-time. People were talking 
about it, I knew, for all were well aware that Hetty 
and I were engaged to each other; but that girl’s 
sneer seemed to have made a fool of me, and I de- 
termined to show her that I was my own master. 

When I left her at last, she said: ‘‘I am going 
away the day after to-morrow for good. If you dare 
come over and see me to-morrow evening—” 

‘*T'll be there,” I said, and then I went in search 
of Hetty. She was not there. Dr. Bray and his 
wife had gone home early, and she had gone with 
them in their gig. 

I did not stay long after that. 

The best part of that night I passed walking up 
and down before her window. There was a light 
within, and every now and then a little shadow 
crossed the curtain. If I could have seen her then 
all would have been right, but it was too late, and 
I went home just in time to change my dress and 
be called to breakfast. 

The day was a long one. It was a busy time, and 
I couldn’t leave my work ; but I thought of Hetty 
all the while. What apology could I make? I could 
only tell her the truth, and how meanly that sound- 
ed. ‘Tied to her apron-string,” and she the gen- 
tlest thing that ever lived, who never strove to rule 
me. I almost hated Miss Princely for that speech 
now. 

But Hetty was so goo? and sweet-tempered she 
must forgive me. It was the first time I had of- 
fended, and I made short work of the mush and milk 
at supper, and was up stairs and dressed and off in 
less time than it takes to tell of it. 

When I reached the house, old Trabb was taking 
supper by himself. ‘‘ Looking for Hetty ?” he asked. 
‘ She’s off spending the afternoon somewhere ; took 
her knitting work and said she’d be out late. Sit 
by and take a bite.” 

But I was too restless, and hurt besides. It was 
one of my regular evenings, and Hetty must have 
known I would be there. I thought her very cruel 
and unkind; and then in a spirit of pique I made up 
my mind to go to Butler and see Miss Princely at 
her cousin’s. : 

It was a three-miles’ walk, and was quite dark 
when I got there. They lived in the only street of 
Butler, a row of white houses, with their gardens 
joining, just separated by pretty little hedges. Miss 
Princely wasalone. ‘‘Soglad tosee you,” she said. 
“*T staid home on purpose ;” and she smiled, and 
dimpled, and looked prettier than ever. Then she 


played to me, for they had a piano, and afterward [ 


the colored woman brought in coffee and cakes and 
cold chicken, and we had a little supper. 

I didn’t forget Hetty, but I made up my mind to 
enjoy that evening, and the supper over we walked 
up and down in the garden. Next door, with the 
hedge between us, some girls were chatting, but 
their laughs and voices were the only sounds that 
disturbed the silence. 

‘* I'm going away to-morrow,” said Miss Princ 
ly, after a little while. . 

‘Tem very sorry to hear it,” said I. 

**T don’t believe you,” she said, pouting. 

“Why not?” 

‘* You'd not care if all the world were going,” she 
said. ‘If you were to hear I were dead to-morrow 
you'd never grieve.” 

** Indeed I should.” 

‘Oh, you men!” she said, coquettishly.. ‘‘ But 
do you know my poor little bones quite long for 
home again? It is growing chilly here as autumn 
advances. My hands are quite chapped, and my 
lips, just look at them.” She pursed them up in a 
very tempting way and I bent forward. 

**T can’t see,” I said. ‘“‘ It’s too dark, I must 
tell by the sense of touch.” 


It’s strange how such a bashful ft as I had 
been could have grown so saucy on a ; but I 
told you before I was bewitched. I her 


as I spoke, and she gave me a little soft slap, and 
said, “Oh, how dare you?” in any thing but an 


angry voice. 

‘“‘ They're very soft yet for chapped lips,” I said ; 
and just then turning, I saw in the moonlight a 
pale, frightened face looking over the hedge which 
divided the two gardens. There for a moment stood 
Hetty looking at us both. The next I saw it sink, 
and heard some one cry, ‘‘ Why, what is the matter 
with Hetty? I think she has fainted.” 

How much she heard I never knew, but I know 
she saw me kiss that girl, 

The next day a farm-hand brought me a little 
parcel and a note from Hetty: 

‘I send back your presents,” she wrote. ‘I wish you 
could return all the love I have given you. It is over 
now, but Iam ashamed of ever having cared for one so 
treacherous and fickle.” 

Those cold words only. Five hours afterward I 
had left home and was far away, with only a few 
dollars in my pocket and a bundle of clothes on a 
stick over my shoulders. 

A vessel was about to sail for England when I 
reached New York, and I shipped before the mast. 


we went ashore; pretty or ugly or old; it 
was all the same. inte feos. mamuten 


me up for dead. I lived, however; and though I 
had lost a leg, and had a great scar across my cheek, 
seemed likely to live. Icame back to America, and 
my heart being softened by a long illness, I longed 
to sec homez an’ «.y good old father; so from New 





York I traveled to my native place. I was thirty. 
six years old on the day when I limped through 
Butler, where the stage stopped, and saw the garden 
in which I had given Miss Princely that kiss which 
had cost me so much. My heart was so full that | 
could have wept. Butler and our place had grown 
such near neighbors that they were almost one, 
Only two or three green fields lay between them. 
A new street had been built, and the tavern now 
stood on that. It was altered, and had wings and 
another story, but there was a sign—The Town 
Hotel, W. Trabb. A boy was lounging at the door, 

“Ts old Mr. Trabb living yet?” I asked. 

‘* Yes, Sir,” said the boy; ‘‘and he’s right smart, 
though they say he’s over ninety.” 

‘He'll not remember me,” I thought, ‘I'll go 
in and see him.” 

I knew the way to the parlor, and I went toward 
it. The hall was oil-clothed and painted, and when 
I looked into the room I hardly knew it. Its walls 
were papered, and it was furnished as modern par- 
lors were. But I did know the form that stood 
there—the slight, fair woman, with her bands of 
golden hair — Hetty — older, but not altered — the 
sweet girl changed to a lovely woman. She bent 
over the chair in which her old father sat, and, 
standing there, I heard him speak, his tones thin- 
ner than of yore and with a quaver in them. 

«‘*My dear, I wish you'd think twice of this. 
I'm sure John Westbrook would make you a good 
husband. I'd like to see you married before I die.” 

‘* Papa,” she answered, “I’m too old to marry. 
I’m thirty-five.” 

‘*A mere child yet,” said the old man. “ And 
you might have been married twenty times. I 
don’t want to lose you; but John would take the 
business, and we'd live together. Make up your 
mind to marry him.” ’ 

“I can’t, papa; indeed I can’t marry John West- 
brook. I must live and die an old maid.” 

‘*T can’t see why you should throw your life 
away,” said the old man. 

‘*Dear papa,” she said, ‘‘it is not wasting my 
life to spend it with you. I have never loved any 
one but poor Arthur Maffit, and it would be very 
wrong to marry without loving. He has all I ever 
had to give.” 

‘The sea can not give up its dead,” said the old 


man. 

‘* Amen!” she said, and bent her head upon his 
shoulder and wept aloud. 

Then I crossed the threshold and stood before 
them. 

‘“* Hetty, I am not worthy of your tears,” I said. 
And, with a cry, she turned and fell fainting in my 
arms, 

An hour after we sat alone together, and I said 
to her: 

‘Hetty, I have no right, altered as I am after 
so many years, to come between you and a better 
man. But I am very selfish. Can you forget the 
bitterly-repented folly of an hour enough to forgive 
and bless a man who loves you, and has always 
loved you, better than his life? Will you be a crip- 
pled sailor’s wife, Hetty, or must I take my lonely 
way again, and bear my punishment until I die?” 

I waited for my answer, not daring to look at 
her until she put her little milk-white woman's 
hand in my brown, rough palms, and left it there. 





RETALIATION. 


In 1845 I was attached as surgeon-major to the 
military hospital of Constantine. This hospital 
rises in the interior of the Kasbah, over a precipice 
of from three to four hundred feet in height. It 
commands at once the city, the governor's palace, 
and the vast plain beyond, as far as the eye can 
reach. It is at once a comprehensive and a savage 
scene; from my window, left open to inspire the 
fresh breezes of the evening, I could see the vultures 
and ravens soaring around the inaccessible cliffs, 
before withdrawing for the night into their fissures 
and crevices. I could easily throw my cigar into 
the Rummel, which flows along the foot of the giant 
wall. Not a sound, nota murmur came to trouble 
the calm of my studies, till the evening bugle and 
drums; repeated by the echoes of the fortress, called 
the men to their 

Garrison life had never any charms for me; I 
never could accustom myself to absinthe and rum, 
or to the petit verre de cognac. At the time | am 
now speaking about that was called wanting in 
esprit de corps, but my gastric faculties did not per- 
mit my having that kind of “esprit.” I occupied 
myself there with visiting my patients, prescribing 
and dressing, and then I retired to my room to make 
notes of the cases, to read a book, or sit at the win- 
dow contemplating the wild, gloomy, savage scene 
before me. , 

Every one got accustomed to, and put up with, 
my retiring habits, save a certain on oer of _ 
tigeurs, Castagnac by name, whom I must intro 
duce to you in rade | persona. : 

On my first arrival at Constantine, getting down 
from the carriage, a voice shouted out behind me: 

‘*Tiens! I'll lay a bet that is our surgeon-ma- 

” 


I turned round and found myself in the presence 
of an infantry officer, tall, thin, bony, with a red 
nose and gray mustache, his kepi over his ear, its 
peak stabbing the sky, his sword between his legs: 
it was Lieutenant Castagnac, and who has not seen 
the same military type? - ; 

While I was familiarizing my eyes with this 
strange physiognomy, the Lieutenant had seized 
my hand: 

“Welcome, Doctor! Delighted to make your ac- 
quaintance. You are tired, [ am sure. Coie in, 
I will introduce you to the ‘ Cercle.’” 

The ‘‘ Cercle” at Constantine was the restaurant 
and bar of the officers united. = a 
was it possible to resist the sympathetic enthusiasn 
of such aman? And yet Thad read “Gil Blas! 

“ Garcon, two glasses. What do you take, Doc- 
tor—cognac or rum?” ‘ a 

‘Neither. Curacoa, i p ? 

*Curacoa! Why eh one ‘parfait amour’ at 
once? Ab, ah, ah! you have a strange taste. 
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Garcon, a glass of absinthe for me, full to the brim ; 
be attentive. Your health, Doctor!” 

“Yours, Lieutenant !” 

And so I was forthwith in the good graces of this 
strange man. But it is needless to tell you that the 
intimacy did not last long. Castagnac had habits 
that were especially antagonistic to my own. But 
I made the acquaintance of other officers, who joined 
me in laughing at the originality of his character. 
Among them was a young man of merit, Raymond 
Dutertre, who said that he had likewise been obliged 
to drop his acquaintance, but that Castagnac having 
taken it up 0s a personal affront, they had gone out- 
side the walls, and he, Dutertre, had administered 
to him a severe chastisement, which chagrined him 
all the more, as he had previously bullied with im- 
punity, on the faith of one or two successful duels. 

Things were in this condition, when about the 
middle of June a malignant fever broke out in Con- 
stantine, and among the hospital patients wete both 
Castagnac and Dutertre; but Castagnac was not 
there for fever, he was invalided by that strange 
nervous affection called delirium tremens (and in 
our bashful army, D.T.), and which is especially 
common among those who in Algeria are given to 
the frequent imbibition of absinthe. Poor Casta- 
gnac used to get out of his bed during the attacks, 
and run along the floor on all fours, as if he was 
catching rats. He also mewed like a cat, but the 
only words that he uttered were, ‘‘Fatima! oh, 
Fatima!” A circumstance that induced me to sup- 
pose that the poor fellow had experienced some dis- 
appointment in love, for which he had sought con- 
solation in the abuse of spirituous liquors. 

When he recovered from his fits he would invari- 
ably ask the same question : 

““What did I say, Doctor? 
thing?” 

I naturally replied that he had said nothing of 
importance, and bade him quiet himself. But he 
was not satisfied, and after trying to search my 
inner thoughts with his fierce eyes he would give 
up the attempt and resign himself to his covch, with 
the equally invariable observation : 

‘¢ A glass of absinthe would do me a gree : deal of 


Did I say any 


One morning, as I was entering into Castagnac’s 
room, I saw Dutertre, who was nearly convalescent, 
hastening after me along the passage. 

** Doctor,” he said, taking me by the hand, ‘‘I 
have come to ask you a favor. Will you give me 
permission to go out for a day ?” 

“ Any thing, my dear friend, but that. The fe- 
ver is still raging in the town, and I can not expose 
you to a relapse. 

‘* Well, give me then two hours—the time to go 
and come back.” 

“Tt is impossible, my good friend. In another 
week, if you go on well, we will see what can be 
done.” 

He withdrew, evidently deeply chagrined. I was 
sorry, but could not help it, but on turning round 
was surprised at seeing Castagnac following the re- 
tiring suitor with a strange look. 

‘*What was Raymond asking for?” he inquired. 

‘Oh, nothing! he wanted to go out, but I could 
not sanction it.” . 

“You refused him permission, then?” persevered 
the sick man. . 

‘Tt was my duty to do so.” 

Castagnac said no more, but resumed his recum- 
bent position, with a grim smile, I was almost about 
to say a diabolical expression of countenance, which 
I could not account for, but which filled me with 
strange apprehensions. 

That same evening my duties called me to the 
amphitheatre, where an autopsy claimed my atten- 
tion. The so-called amphitheatre was in reality a 
vaulted dungeon fifteen feet long by twenty wide, 
with two windows opening upon the precipice and 
looking in the direction of the high road to Philippe- 
ville. The body lay upon a table slightly inclined, 
my lamp was placed upon a stone that advanced out 
of the wall, and I remained engaged in my examina- 
tion till near eleven o’clock. On leaving off at 
length, I was horrified at secing the window blocked 
up by innumerable owls, small and gray-colored, 
with their feathers all erect, their green eyes spark- 
ling through the semi-obscurity. They were wait- 
ing till I had done. 

I rushed horrified to the window and drove the 
rapacious birds away, like so many great dead leaves 
carried off by the night wind. But, at the very 
moment, I heard a noise—a strange sound, almost 
imperceptible in the depth of the abyss. I stopped, 
and putting my head out of the window, held my 
breath so as to catch the sounds more distinctly. 
Castagnac’s room was immediately over the amphi- 
theatre; and below, between the precipice and the 
wall of the hospital, was a space, not above a foot in 
width, covered with broken pottery and bottles, the 
refuse of the infirmary. In the stillness that reigned 
around I could distinctly hear a man groping his 
way along this dangerous shelf. 

“Heaven grant!” I said to myself, ‘‘that the 
sentinel does not see him. A single false step, and 
he is a lost man!” 

I had barely had time to make this reflection to 
myself, when I heard the hoarse voice of Castagnac 
calling out from above : 

‘Raymond, where are you going?” 

It was a condemnation to death. Ai the very 
instant I heard some of the broken pottery slipping 
down the incline, followed by the fall of a heavy 
body. I heard the sighs of a man struggling as if 
to hold for his life—a groan that went to the very 
marrow of my bones, and bedewed my forehead 
with a cold, y perspiration, and then all was 
over! Not exactly all, for I heard a diabolical burst 

’ of laughter above, and then a window closed with 
such im; 


petuosity that it was followed by the sound 
of broken glass. And then the silence of night 
spread its shroud over this drama. 


of inexpressible horror in which I had been thrown, 
I mechanically took the light, and, wending my 
way to my own room, I went to bed. To sleep, 
however, was out of the question: all night long I 
was haunted by those lamentable sighs and by that 





demoniac laugh. The next morning a feeling of 
horror came over me, which prevented me verifying 
my impressions till I had visited all my patients. 
It was not till that was accomplished that I directed 
my steps to Dutertre’s room. I knocked; there 
was noanswer. I entered; there was no one there. 
I inquired of the hospital attendants; no one had 
seen him go out. Summoning all my courage, I 
went next to Castagnac’s room. A glance at the 
window satisfied me that two panes were brokens 
“It blew hard, Lieutenant, last night,” I re- 


marked. 

lifted up his head, till then buried in 
his bony hands, as if in the act of reading. ‘‘ Par- 
bleu!” he said; ‘‘ two windows broken, only that!” 

‘* Your room, Lieutenant, appears to be more ex- 
posed than others, or, perchance, you left your win- 
dow open ?” 

An almost imperceptible muscular contraction fur- 
rowed the cheeks of the old miscreant, and he at the 
same time fixed so inquiring a look at me that I felt 
glad of a pretense to withdraw. Just as I was go- 
ing out I turned back suddenly, as if I had forgotten 
to ask a question: 

‘* By-the-by, Lieutenant, has Dutertre been to 
see you ?” 

A shudder passed through his gray hairs. 

Ty Dutertre ?” 

‘*Yes, he is gone out, and no one knows where. 
I thought, perhaps—” 

*“*No one has been to see me,” he interrupted, 
abruptly; *‘a0 one whatsoever.” 

I went out convinced of his guilt, but I had no 
proofs. I determined to wait and watch, and in the 
mean time contented myself with reporting the dis- 
appearance of Lieutenant Raymond Dutertre to the 
commandant de place. 

Next day some Arabs, coming with vegetables to 
the market of Constantine, made known that they 
had seen from the road to Philippeville a uniform 
dangling in the air on the face of the rocks of the 
Kasbah, and that birds of prey were flying around 
it in hundreds. These were the remains of Ray- 
mond, and it was with the greatest possible trouble 
that they were recovered by letting down men by 
means of ropes. 

The catastrophe furnished subject of conversation 
to the officers of the garrison for two or three days, 
and was then forgotten. Men exposed to perish 
every day do not dwell upon unpleasant topics. 
Jacques dies, Pierre takes his place. The regiment 
alone is immortal. 

My position with regard to Castagnac grew, in 
the mean time, more painful every day. My ac- 
tions were constrained in his presence—the very 
sight of him was repulsive. He soon detected it, 
and suspicion was awakened on his side. 

‘He doubts that I suspect him,” I said to my- 
self; ‘‘if he was sure of it I should be a lost man— 
that villain stops at nothing!” 

Providence came to my aid. One afternoon I 
was leaving the Kasbah for a stroll in the town, 
when one of the hospital assistants brought me a 
paper, which, he said, had been found in Raymond’s 
tunic. 

* It is the letter,” he said, ‘‘ of a ‘ particuliére,’ 
Fatima by name. I thought, Sir, it might interest 

ou.” 

The perusal of this letter filled me with surprise. 
It was brief, merely making an appointment, but 
what revelations in the name! 

‘* What, then, those exclamations of Castagnac’s 
in his fits,” I said to myself, ‘* had reference to a wo- 
man, and Dutertre had also relations with her. It 
was to keep this appointment that he had asked my 
leave to go out! Yes, the note is dated the 3d of 
July. The very day. Poor fellow, not being able 
to get out in the day, he ventured forth by night 
by that frightful road, and Castagnac was awaiting 
him !” 

As I was thus reflecting I had arrived in front of 
a vaulted building or archway open as usual to the 
wind, and where an old patient of mine, Sidi Hu- 
mayun by name, distributed coffee to a few scanty 
customers. I determined at once to consult this 
kawaji, so I took my place on the matting L the 
side of half a dozen natives in their red fezzes wi 
blue silk tassels, and their long chibuks in their 
lips. The kawaji, without pretending to know me, 
brought me my pipe and cup of coffee in silence. 
Presently the muezzin was heard calling to pray- 
ers; the faithful rose up, stroked their beards, and 
departed slowly for the mosque. I was alone. 

Sidi Humayun, looking around him to see that 
we were really so, then approached me, and, kiss- 
ing my hand, *‘ Lord Taleb,” he said, ‘‘ what brings 
you to my humble abode? What can I do in your 
service ?” 

‘*T want you to tell me who Fatima is.” 

“ Lord Taleb, in the name of your mother, do not 
see that woman.” 

** Why so?” 

‘She is perdition to the faithful and to the infi- 
del. She possesses a charm that kills. Do not see 
her!” 

‘Sidi Humayun, my resolve is made. She pos- 
sesses a charm: well! I possess a greater. Hers 
entails death; mine gives life, grace, and beauty! 
Tell her that, Sidi; tell her that the wrinkles of 

disappear before my charm. I must see her.” 

“+ Well, then, since such is your will, Lord Taleb, 
come back to-morrow at the same hour. But re- 


‘* Well!” I said to him, breathless with anxiety. 
“ Fatima awaits you, Taleb.” 





not walk abreast—a mere cloaca, yet crowded with 
industrious persons of many nations—Moors, Ber- 
bers, Jews, Copts, and Arabs. Suddenly Sidi Hu- 
mayun stopped at a low doorway, and knocked. 

“Follow me,” I said; ‘you will act as inter- 

‘* Fatima can speak French,” he replied, without 
turning his head. 

The door was opened by a Nubian slave, who, let- 
ting me in, as quickly shut it against the kawaji. 
She then lead the way to an interior court paved 
with mosaic work, and upon which several doors 
opened. The slave pointed to one, by which I en- 
tered a room with open windows shaded by silken 
curtains with Moorish designs. An amber-colored 
mat covered the floor, while cushions of violet-col- 
ored Persian shawls lined the divan, at the extrem- 
ity of which sat Fatima herself, her eyes veiled by 
long dark lashes, straight and small nose, pouting 
lips, and beautiful little feet. 

‘Come in, Lord Taleb,” she said; “Sidi Hu- 
mayun has told me of your visit. You are good 
enough to interest yourself in the fate of poor Fa- 
tima, who is getting aged—yes, she will soon be 
seventeen—seventeen ! the age of regrets and wrink- 
les. Ah! Lord Taleb, sit down, you are welcome!” 

I scarcely knew how to reply, but, recovering 
myself, I said : 

‘“* You scoff with infinite grace, Fatima. I have 
heard your wit spoken of no less than your beauty, 
and I see that I have heard the truth.” 

“Ah!” she exclaimed. ‘ By whom then?” 

** By Dutertre.” 

** Dutertre ?” 

‘** Yes, Raymond Dutertre, the young officer who 
fell over the precipice of the Kasbah. He whom 
you loved, Fatima.” 

She opened her great eyes in surprise. 

“* Who told you that I loved him?” she inquired, 
looking at me with a strange expression. ‘It is 
false! Did he tell you so?” 

‘“*No. But I knowit. This letter proves it to 
me—this letter, which you wrote, and which was 
the cause of his death, for it was to get to you that 
he risked himself at night upon the rocks of the 
Kasbah.” 

Scarcely had I uttered the words than the young 
Oriental rose up abruptly, her eyes lit up with a 
gloomy passion. 

‘*T was sure of it!” she exclaimed. ‘- Yes, when 
my Nubian brought me word of the accident, I said 
to her, ‘ Aissa. It is he who has done it. The 
wretch !’” 

“Whom do you mean, Fatima?” I said, aston- 
ished at her anger. ‘‘I do not understand you.” 

“Of whom? Of Castagnac! You are the Ta- 
leb at the hospital. Well, give him poison. He is 
awretch. He made me write to the officer to tell 
him to come here. I refused to do it, Yet this 
young man had sought for my acquaintance for a 
long time, but I knew that Castagnac owed him a 
grudge. When I refused he declared he would 
come out of the hospital to beat me if I did not, so 
I wrote. Here is his letter.” 

I went forth from Fatima’s with a heavy heart ; 
but my resolution was soon made. Without losing 
a minute I ascended to the Kasbah, entered the hos- 
pital, and knocked at Castaynac’s door. 

‘Come in. What! is it you?” he said, forcing 
asmile. ‘I did not expect you.” 

For all answer I showed him the letter that he 
had written to Fatima. He turned pale, and, hav- 
ing looked at it for a second, made a movement as 
if to throw himself upon me. 

“ If you make a step toward me,” I said, placing 
my hand upon the hilt of my sword, ‘1 will kill 
you like adog! You area wretch, You have as- 
sassinated Dutertre. I was at the amphitheatre : 
heard all. Do not deny it! Your conduct to- 
ward that woman is infamous: a French officer to 
Tower himself to such a degree of infamy! Listen! 
I ought to deliver you over to justice, but your dis- 
honor would defile us all. If an atom of heart re- 
mains within you kill yourself! I grant you till 
to-morrow. To-morrow by seven, if I find you still 
living, I will myself take you before the comman- 
dant de place.” 

Having said this, I withdrew without waiting 
for his reply, and went at once to give the strictest 
orders that Lieutenant Castagnac should not be per- 
mitted to leave the hospital under any pretext what- 
soever. Since Castagnac's guilt had been rendered 
evident to me I had become pitiless. 
must avenge Raymond. Having procured 
such as our spahbis use in their night carousals, I 
shut myself up in the amphitheatre, closing its 
strong doors with double bars. I took up my po- 
sition at the window, inhaling the fresh breeze of 
the evening, and thinking over the horrible drama 
in which I was called to play so prominent a part, 

had passed 





Stop a moment, I will come back; we have a little 
matter to arrange together.” 
Then lighting my torch, and raising it over the 


precipice : 

“* It is too late,” I said; ‘‘ look, wretch, there is 
your grave !” 

And the vast steps of the abyss, with their black 
shining rocks, were illuminated down to the depths 
of the valley. It was so terrible a vision that I in- 
voluntarily drew back myself with horror at the 
scene. What must it have been to him who was 
only separated from it by the width of a brick? 
His knees began to tremble, his hands sought to 
cling to something on the face of the wall. 

** Mercy !” exclaimed the assassin, in a hoarse 
voice, “have m on me!” : 

I bad no heart to prolong his punishment. I cast 
the torch forth into space. It went down slowly, 
balancing its flame to and fro in the darkness, jight- 
ing up rock and shrub on its way, and casting sparks 
on the void around. It had already become but as 
a luminous point in the abyss, when a shadow passed 
by it with the rapidity of lightning. 

I then knew that justice bad been done. 

As I reascended to my ewn room my foot struck 
against something. I picked it up; it was my 
sword: Castagnac, with characteristic perfidy, had 
resolved to kill me with my own sword, so as to 
leave an opening for belief in suicide. I found, as 
I had anticipated, my room in utter disorder; the 
door had been broken open, my books and papers 
ransacked, he had left nothing untou@&ted. Such 
an act completely dissipated whatever involuntary 
pity I might have felt for the fate of such a wretch, 





ABOUT “LITTLE THINGS.” 


Ou, it really is such a trifle it can not possibly 
make any difference! A little thing like that can 
do no harm. Any day soon will be time enough to 
put that to rights. It is so small that really it is 
of no consequence. These are some of the excuses 
for not attending to little things. 

Nearly all great things spring from little ones. 
That is, as I used to learn at school, an axiom, 
something self-evident. A big man is a very 
small boy at first, and so a pig, fat #t Christmas, 
weighing twenty score, at first is a very little 
squeaker. I was at a dinner party once when a 
gentleman quietly asked, if I should ever have 
suppo-ed his wife, whom I had taken in to dinner, 
to have been, when he married her, a small person. 
“* My dear Sir,” I answered, ‘‘small beginnings often 
have large ends.” ‘So they have, Sir,” he said; 
‘*she was eight stone, now she is nearer eighteen.” 

The other day a poor woman was mending a 
stocking; she was one of that class who do mend 
stockings. I stood watching her—it is interesting 
to watch persons doing things you never did, and 
never could learn to do yourself. There was but 
a very small hole, and, forgetting my usual caution 
in such matters, I asked why she mended so small 
a hole; why she did not leave it till the hole was 
got much larger, and then have a good mend all at 
once. She looked at me just as if she thought I 
was a simpleton. And so I was, “ Doon’t ey 
knoaw, as if the small hole be minded, the big un 
‘ont come.” I stood reproved. I have since 
learned that if one stitch in a stocking goes it can 
be at once put right and will last a long time; but 
that if it be neglected, the one stitch gone will soon 
become a large hole, and bafile all the mending 
power of the household. 

It was not long ago that a large tract of reclaim- 
ed land was shining in all the richness and beauty 
which good farming and rich crops can give, A 
large sluice-gate kept out and regulated the once 
triumphant waters. In one day, almost in one 
short hour, this beautiful extent of land was cov- 
ered with the once more triumphant waters, acres 
upon acres inundated, the crops destroyed, and many 
a hard-working agriculiurist brought to the verge 
of ruin. The embankment had given way, the 
sluice-gate washed from its bearings, and the wa- 
ter again, with a mighty roar, as if exulting over 
man’s carelessness, rushed over ita old possessions. 
It couldn’t be helped. It was no one’s fault. Who 
would have thought it? Such, probably, were the 
excuses made after the mischief was done. It is 
true some one, perhaps several persons, had seen a 
few days before that there was a little stream of 
water spirting through the embankment or by the 
side of the sluice. But what of that? That was 
only a trifle, quite a little thing; no one would 
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THE DOVE IN HER NEST. 
BY MILES O'REILLY. 

«Nay, your wine will make me heady, 
We have ta’en enough already ; 
Let us go while we are steady: 

Do not stir, I know my way.” 
So I lit my chamber candle, 
Seught my room and turned the handle— 
Lady togs, frem ruff to sandal, 

Loose across the lounger lay! 


‘¢ Heavens!” I cried, alarmed and shaken, 
‘*Surely I have been mistaken! 
If the sleeping beauty waken, 

What excuse for me remains?” 
Fear the dangerous joy enhances, 
Love with eager step advances— 
Oh, the languors and the trances! 

Oh, the pleasures and the pains! 


Blissful watch above her keeping, 
Angels guard their sister sleeping— ‘ 
Would they wake her should, a-peeping, 

Bearded mortal ope the door? 
Stealthily a pace advancing, ; 
Round the rose-silk draperies glancing— 
Oh, the sight divine, entrancing, 

. Haunts my dreams for evermore! 


Flushed as May’s young wealth of roses, 

Laura on the couch reposes, 

And the drifted snow discloses . 
Outlines wavy and remote ; 

Tresses loose—a golden wonder! 

Crimson lips that smile asunder, 

And one smal! hand creeping under 
The crisp lace which fringed her throat. 


Now a kiss were easy stealing, 

But I dared not trust the feeling, 

For my very soul seemed reeling 
In the fullness of her view; 

So I bowed my head and blessed her, 

Prayed the angel hosts to rest her, 

Softly said, ‘‘ Sweet dreams, fair sister!” 
And from that small heaven withdrew. 


QUITE ALONE. 


By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
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CHAPTER LILI. 
STILL IN LUCK’S WAY. 


Lrzy scarcely knew what to make of the new 
humor of her tyrant. The woman’s avowal that 
she was her mother, and her claim upon her 
for a daughter’s obedience, came upon the poor 
girl so suddeniy and unexpectedly, that she was 
quite dazed and siupefied by the vague conflict- 
ing thoughts which chased each other through 
her brain, leaving no fixed or definite impression 


to regard her as her mother—dared he to c 
her by that name? Why did she make th. avow- 
al now, and claim, on the score of filial duty, 
that obedience which she had hitherto enforced 
by the terror of dreadful words and savage 
threats? What did she mean by speaking so 
savagely, and with so much significant empha- 
sis, of Lily as her ‘‘legacy?”, And then those 
terrible words about her father! As Lily sat 
in her mother’s dressing-room at the circus, try- 
ing te beguile the time with some purposeless 
piece of embroidery, these distracting thoughts 
crowded upon her palpitating brain, and filled 
her trembling soul with a nameless terror. 

She had had an impulse once or twice during 
the afternoon to throw herself into her mother’s 
arms, and ask to be allowed to love her; but 
each time wheu.she was on the point of doing 
so she was repelled by a cold look or a harsh 
word. Poor Lily’s lonely heart so yearned for 
something to love, so longed for some one to re- 
turn the affection which welled over and ran to 
waste in her own desolate breast, that she could 
have loved even this cold, remorseless woman. 
Many and many a time when she was Quite 
Alone, in her little bed at the Pension Mar- 
cassin, she had tried to realize to herself what 
it was to havea papa and a mamma. The oth- 
er girls talked about their papas and mammas, 
and bragged about them: how rich their papas 
were, how beautiful their mammas were, what 
treats their papas and mammas gave them when 
‘they went home for the holidays. 

But Lily had no papa; none, at least, whom 
she knew ; no mamma, except the harsh, cruel 
woman who had brought her there, and left her 
among strangers, without a kiss or a kind word. 
And she was at times even doubtful abou: thie 
woman, ~" 2 showed none of a mother’s feelings, 
nothing of a mother’s love. Marygold had told 
her the story of the babes in the wood, and of 
the cruel uncle who deserted them and left them 
to die in the pathless forest. Perhaps this wo- 
man, who chid her, and railed at her, and dragged 
her along se furiously, was a cruel aunt, who 
sought to lose her, and leave her to die in that 
strange city. And at such times, with such sad 
thoughts throbbing in her bewildered brain, the 
lonely child would hide her head under the bed- 
clothes, and shed bitter tears. She had been oft- 
en told that she was bad and obstinate and wick- 
ed. And though she did not feel herself a bad 
wicked girl, and tried to be good, she came to 
believe that what the woman and Madame Mar- 
cassin said of her must be true, and that it was 
becanse she was a bad wicked girl that she had 
no papa and mamma like the other girls. Many 
a night, long after her had gone to 
sleep, she lay awake, re} her prayers over 
and over again, asking God to niehe Ler-gued 





and give her a kind and mamma; and, 
wearied out at last, hm ot fall into a pleasant 
slumber, and dream of the few kind faces that 
she had seen and known, and hear again the few 
voices that had spoken to her gently and kindly. 

But now she had awakened from all her 
dreams and all her hopes. Her father, she had 
just been told, was a cheat, a scoundrel, and a 
beggar ; and her mother was the unloving, cold- 


ing for the amusement of a gaping crowd in the 
circus at Ranelagh. Poor Lily had but one 
refuge from the dark despair of the situation 
in which she found herself, and that was in 
thoughts of Edgar. They had met once again. 
He had seen her, and in that one moment, be- 
fore she fainted, Lily saw that he recognized 
her. She fondly fancied that the sudden flush 
that came over his face betokened pleasure, and 
her yearning heart beat with a trembling joy at 
the thought. But sadness fell upon her again 
when she reflected that she was the daughter of 
a circus-rider, and he a rich, high-born gentle- 
man. - Oh, if she were only a fine lady, and his 
ual! - 
Tay was startled from these distracting re- 
— by a gentle knock at the dressing-room 
oor. 


‘* Whg is there ?” she asked. 

‘The dogr was opened gently, and a voice in 
the passage said, timidly, ‘‘ It’s only I, my dear.” 

It was the voice of the stars. « 

‘*Come in, Mr. Kafooze,” said Lily; ‘‘there 
is no one here but I. I am quite alone.” 

‘* Yes, my dear,” said the astrologer, ‘‘I knew 
that you were ‘xy yourself. I wouldn’t have ven- 
tured if your ma—if Madame Ernestine—had 
been here. I don’t think she likes me, my dear. 
I—I said something to her to-day, you know, 
when she came back for the whip. It’s very un- 
lucky to go back for things that way, my dear, 
and I couldn’t help saying it. She’s a very ex- 
traordinary woman, yourma. I—I reallythought 
she would have horsewhipped me.” 

‘*Won’t you come in, Mr. Kafooze, and sit 
down a little ?” said Lily, fur the astrologer was 
still lingering in the passage. 

‘*No, my dear, thank you,” said Mr. Kafooze ; 
“ Madame will be off in a few minutes, and I 
shouldn't like to fall in her way. I am afraid, 
my dear, she hasn't a very temper. Some 
people can’t help it; it’s all owing to their stars, 
and folks can’t help their stars, you know.” 

**Did you want to say any thing particular to 
me, Mr. Kafooze?” Lily asked. 

“Yes, my dear, just one word. You said you 
didn’t know what star your mother was born un- 
der ?” 

**No, I don’t know at all, Mr. Kafooze, or I 
should be very happy to tell you.” 

‘*7T’m sure you would, my dear, I’m sure you 
would,” said Mr. Kafooze. ‘It’s a pity you 
don’t know, though, for I might be able to tell 
you something about the future.” 

**Can you read the future, and tell what’s 
going to happen, then ?” Lily asked. 

“Yes, my dear; I’ve been very correct on 
many occasions, I assure you. I make all the 
calculations for a prophetic almanac that sells 
by hundreds of thousands; but I never get the 
credit of it, nor the profit of it either. Poor 
broken-down folks like me never do. People 
laugh and say the things are put down at ran- 
dom, just what comes first ; but they don’t know 
any thing about it. I can assure you, my dear, 
that when the almanac’s in hand—and one is 
no sooner off than another comes on—TI sit up 
night after night with the stars, and watch them, 
and read them until they go out in the dawn. 
And you should see the quires and quires of pa- 
per that I cover with figures. It costs me some- 
thing for paper, I can tell you, and if it wasn’t 
for the backs of Mr. M‘Variety’s letters and the 
old copy-books, I’m sure I. don’t know what I 
should do. Ah, it’s hard work reading the stars, 
when you read them in earnest as I do. And 
there’s no doing any thing with them unless you 
study them well. I've got a list of my predic- 
tions fulfilled, if you would like to look at them. 
Here’s what I predicted in my almanac for 
1845: ‘February, Mars is in Taurus, so that this 
month there will be wars and rumors of wars, 
and rebellions ;’ which you will see, my dear, by 
the Morning Advertiser of the 16th of February 
of the following year, was borne out to the letter. 
Here’s the h. It says: ‘ Yesterday the 
usually quiet little town of Croydon was the scene 
of great disturbance, owing to a quarrel among 
the navvies engaged on the railway. The nav- 
vies fought for some time with stones and sticks, 
and several of them were severely wounded. The 
tumult, however, was speedily put down by the 

ice.’ And here’s another very re 
one. For the 16th of March I said: ‘The 
sition of Saturn to Mars denotes the death of a 
great warrior.’ Aad, :uce enough, on the 16th 
of April of the following year, the Times an- 
nounced ihe de: th of Lieutenant-Colone. Bol- 
derby, of the Somersetshire militia. One of my 
predictions was fulfilled to the very day. The 
aspect of Neptune, my dear, enabled me to pre- 
dict that there would be disaster at sea on the 
13th of mber, and on that very day, at one 
o'clock, a was drowned while out bathing at 
Southend. Ah, the stars never deceive you when 
you study them well. Do you know what star 
you were born under, my dear?” _ 

Lily said; “‘I have not 


‘*T should like to know very much,” said Mr. 
Kafooze; ‘‘and also your ma’s. I think your 
i wtih any dieveapedit plertoen sap danas oe 
it with any to m. t 
Saturn is a bad star to be born under. ‘The an- 
cients said that he ate his children.” 

It flitted across Lily’s mind that her ma’s star 
Fou-aon’t tall me the date 

**You can’t tell me t of can 
you?” Mr. Kafooze asked, —— 


A 





“T don’t think I can, at, Kafooze,” 
Lily answered. ‘‘I used to have a birthday, 
but it was long ago at school. I think it was in 
November—the last day of November.” 

‘* And how old are you now, my dear?” 

‘*It may seem a thing to say, Mr. 
Kafooze,” Lily answered, ‘‘ but I don’t exactly 
know. I—I think I am nineteen.” 

‘* Nineteen !” said Mr. Kafooze, ‘‘ and the last 
ra age ge a Se 
back to year— But, me, there’s your 
ma just come off, and I wouldn’t have her catch 
me here for the world. Good-by, my dear, for 
the present. You'll see me again soon, when I 
may have something to tell you about the fu- 
ture. ” 


And Mr. Kafooze closed the door, and shuffled 
away in the dark to get out of the countess’s 
way. Poor soul! he was nyo | in earnest 
about his stars, and really worked hard at that 
almanac which brought its proprietor and pub- 
lisher many hundreds a year, but yielded old 
Kafooze only a few miserable pounds. Yet if it 
had yielded him nothing, he would have taken 
the same pains, for he loved his work, and be- 
lieved in it. And this was how the poor old 
man never could earn more than his two pounds 
ten a week: he trusted in man, and believed in 
the stars. 

Madame Ernestine came off from her exposi- 
tion of the high school of horsemanship in great 
good humor. She was quite radiant with satis- 
faction. M‘Variety had brought to her more 

news. 

“‘T am going to give you a benefit, countess, 
on the last night of the season.” 

The countess was not overjoyed at first, for she 
had had some experience of benefits. There were 
benefits and no benefits. M‘Variety interpreted 
her dubious look at once, and hastened to assure 
her. 

‘**Oh, don’t be afraid ;-it’s not that sort; the 
real thing, bona fide, fair share of the receipts, 
and no expenses. Come to my room after your 
performance and [’ll tell you all about it.” 

It was very necessary for Mr. M‘Variety to 
inform the countess that it was not “that sort.” 
‘*That sort” was a benefit which M‘Variety com- 
pelled all his people to take. It was written 
down in the bond: so much a week and a bene- 
fit. But why should compulsion ever be neces- 
sary in such a case? Who ever heard of a per- 
son refusing to take money when it is honestly 
offered to him, and he has nothing to do but 
hold out his hand for it? Well, the fact is, the 
benefits which M‘Variety so liberally insisted 
upon all his people taking, were not benefits 
for them, but for himself. It was an understood 
thing that each member of the staff should allow 
his name to be advertised for a benefit, and that 
the nominal beneficiare should use all his in- 
fluence to secure a good attendance. 

Beyond that he had no interest in it. The 
manager took the money. The outside public 
would probably regard a transaction of this kind 
as mean and shabby; but the idea of its being 
any thing but a matter of course never entered 
Mr. M‘Variety’s head, or even the heads of his 
company. It was a usage of the profession, 
sanctified by time and custom. It is wonderful 
how such usages permeate the so-called profes- 
sion to its topmost branches and its deepest roots. 
In the theatrical body politic every body gets 
something out of somebody else by some quiet 
sub rosa arrangement which never appears above- 
board. You have seen poor, wretched, broken- 
down men in the streets carrying advertisement 
boards, sandwich fashion. Sharp misery has 
worn them to the bone; their clothes are mere 
shr.ds of dirty rags; hunger is in their looks, 
pals) is in their limbs. They crawl along with 
bent bodies and downcast eyes, as if they were 
seeking some spot whereon to lie down and die, 
some out-of-the-way dust-heap on which to shoot 
their mortal rubbish. You doubt if such poor, 
dilapidated, degraded tenements can possibly 
lodge immortal souls. Yet even these burlesques 
of humanity are victims to the pervading usage, 
which begins with the leading tragedian and the 
prima donna. They are down in the manager’s 
books for a shilling a day; but there is a middle- 
man who takes the contract, and gives them nine- 


nce. 
pe When Madame Ernestine dismounted from 
her trained steed Constant she hastened to the 
manager’s room. : 

‘*Now, Monsieur M‘Variety, about this ben- 
efit; dites-moi, I am dying to know.” 

‘* Well, countess, I mean to do the thing that’s 
handsome.” 

‘* Half the receipts of the circus, eh?” 

‘* Would you call that handsome ?” Mr. M‘Va- 
riety asked ; “the circus will hold fifty pounds ; 
the half of that is twenty-five.” 

“Tt is nothing, a bagatelle; but it is much 
= ae &@ manager .o give without being 

Madame Ernestine had not a high opinion of 
managers; she believed that even their virtues 
leaned to vice’s side. 


un ange—and i 

She paused, and added the last words slowly 
and significantly. 

** And what besides ?” the manager asked. 

“Why, Monsieur Mac, I should think besides 
all this that you had reasons. Ha!” 

“Well, well,” Mr. M‘Variety, waving 
off his little attempt to assume the character of 
@ generous » ‘that’s nothing to you, 
you know. You shall have the benefit, and, if 
you make good use of your swell friends, I don’t 
see why you shouldn’t net a undred pounds by 
it. 





‘‘A hundred pounds! Ah! ‘that is some- 
thing!” cried the countess; and her eyes glis- 
tened, as if she had seen the money lying before 
her in bright golden sovereigns. — 

“And mind,” said M‘Variety, “I sha’n’t 
charge you a farthing for expenses.” 

The manager made a merit of this, and the 
countess was good enough to recognize it. 

‘* Believe me, Monsieur Mac,” she said, “J 
appreciate your generosity ; will, on thi 
occasion, kindly refrain from hel ji apo de. 7 
to a share of that which does not belong to you. 
That is a merit in a directeur, and I give you 
credit for it, I could embrace you.” : 

M ‘Variety was grateful for this reciprocation 
of goca feeling, but he was a little alarmed at 
the hint of an embrace. He would as soon have 
been embraced by a boa constrictor or a Bengal 
tiger. 

“Well, then,” he said, “‘ consider every thing 


arranged. 
a bien,” said the countess; “and the 
y 2” 
“This day week,” said the manager; “the 
last night of the season—Friday.” ’ 





CHAPTER LI. 
THE LITTLE BIRD. 

No woman, however amiable her dispositi 
or however loving her nature, could have oo 
tained a sentiment of affection for Mr. Francis 
Blunt, once she came to know him and fathom 
the depths of his base and worthless c 3 
Francis Blunt married Mademoiselle Valérie, a 
gay, heartless, unscrupulous, pleasure-loving act- 
ress of the Paris theatres. Estrangement and 
eo engee were inevitable. Blunt, like many 

vain fools, had an ambition to marry an 
actress, and he married one. Mademoiselle Va- 
lérie had an ambition to marry a rich English 
milord who could her in luxury and splen- 
dor, and she ied the man who seemed to 
fulfill her desires. But both were deceived. 
Sitting in his box and gazing at her in her paint 
and smiles on the stage, Blunt thought Valérie 
an angel. Sitting by his own fireside, linked 
to her by the bonds of holy matrimony—save 
the mark !—and gazing at her without her paint 
and her smiles, he found her a devil. Meeting 
Blunt behind the scenes and at gay supper par- 
ties, where he spent his money like water, and 
was lionized and addressed as milord, Valérie 


regarded the Englishman as a person of bound- 
less wealth. Living with him in the same house, 
knowing all his concerns, encountering his duns, 


and witnessing all the mean shifts to which he 
was occasionally driven, she speedily learned the 
bitter, and, to her, maddening truth, that she 
had married a spendthrift, a roué, an adven- 
turer, a beggar. 

To Blunt, the discovery that his wife was a 
selfish, cold-hearted, unbearable woman, was a 
surprise and a disappointment; but nothing 
more. He was not squeamish; moral scruples 
never troubled him; he was perfectly indifferent 
to the opinion of the world. He could separate 
from her, give her a maintenance—or promise 
4 one—and return to his old, gay, reckless 

ife. : 
But Valérie’s position was different. Had 
she been the best woman that ever breathed 
she could not have smothered her contempt for 
the heartless coxcomb who had so Lit de- 
ceived her, and afterward so cruelly used her. 
But Valérie was not a good woman; she was a 
female harpy, whose whole aim and ambition 


money, and to live in a constant round of 
ures. Such being her character, she not 
merely despise Blunt, she hated him with all 
the fierceness and malignity of a fiend. And 
her loathing hatred of him culminated and came 
to its darkest and worst just at the time when a 
true woman’s nature becomes most softened, 
most tender, most capable of trust and love and 
forgiveness. 

The time of her fiercest and most implacable 
hatred of her husband: was when she first heard 


hate, so fierce in her purpose of 
ight have her of 
revenge, that one might or ggg Sache 
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kindly before. Poor Lily! She was thankfu 
small mercies 


«Yes, madafh,’ you were 
did not tell you that you were to call me mo- 
ther; but that you were to regard me as such, 
and obey me as such. I hate the word. You 
rejoice that Fam gay—n’est-ce pas?” 

‘‘ Yes, I am glad that you are gay,” Lily re- 


lied. 
ee Bien,” said the countess, ‘‘that is dutiful ; 
and you shall be rewarded; you shall sit up 
with me to supper in my new * otheg Quick! 
Assist me to undress,” 

This was the kindness for which Lily was so 
grateful. 

The countess submitted herself to the hands 
of her fille-de-chambre without indulging in the 
usual ebullitions of temper, and when she was 
dressed, insisted upon Lily walking by her side, 
and talking to her on her way through the gar- 
dens to the Cottage. 

‘We shall live here,” she said, “until the 
commencement of the summer season, as Mon- 
sieur le Directeur calls it; and in the mean time 
I shall teach you to ride. You know nothing, 
you are ignorant, useless. I work for my living ; 
why should not you for yours? I work for you 
now. By-and-by, when I am old and can no 
longer give an exposition of the haute-école, you 
will show your gratitude for all I have done for 
you by working for me. Will you not? Ré- 
pondez-moi donc!” 

‘“‘T will do any thing you ask me,” Lily re- 
plied. But she shuddered at the idea of be- 
coming a horse-rider. 

‘“Trés bien!” said the countess, “‘you are 
still dutiful, so you shall sup with me. Allons! 
Entrons !” 

There was more good news for the countess ; 
another pleasant surprise. 

A servant had called with a large hamper con- 
taining an elegant supper and several bottles of 
wine. Mrs. Snuffburn was at the foot of the 
stairs in a high state of excitement with the in- 
telligence, 

‘““Who was the person who brought this 
—what you call it—hampaire?” the countess 
asked. 

‘It was bronght by a livery-servant, mum,” 
mid the housekeeper; “but he didn’t leave 
no message, except that it was for Madame 
Ernestine.” 

‘* Did he not say who sent it?” 

‘“‘No, mam. I asked him if there was com- 
pliments with it, and the young man, which he 
had top-boots on, mum, and a cockade in his ‘at, 
said as there wasn’t no compliments with it, but 
there was half a dozen bottles of sparkling, which 
was better, he thought.” 

The countess opened the hamper, and her eyes 
gleamed with not so much at the dain- 
ties which it contained, as at the thought ef her 
rising fortunes, and the influence which she was 
once more exercising upon the gay votaries of 
pleasure. 

‘“‘No matter,” she said; ‘it is an elegant petit 
souper, come whence it may, and I am hungry. 
Let it be laid & T'instamt. And that corbeau, 
that ogre, that ganache, said I should have no 
luck! Why, itrains lack—rains chateaux, bene- 
fits, pheasants, Champagne. Ha! what have we 
here? Cognae. One bottle in the corner! A 
good thought; vous étes un bon enfant, mon- 
sicur—you understand me—qui que vous soyez.” 


The supper was laid in the gilded apartment, 
and the countess and Lily sat down together. 
The countess ate and drank of every thing, con- 
descending even to patronize the Champagne, 
but poor Lily could searcely taste a thing. The 
countess’s declaration of her intention to make 
her a horse-rider had comple <ly taken away her 
appetite, and made her feel ick and faint. 

“ Eat, child, maismange: jonc?” the countess 
- Said to her, almost fiercely, «she herself gnawed 
wolfishly at the leg of a pi- :sant. 

“I have no appetite,” uily said, languidly. 
“I—I do not feel very well.” 

“No appetite!” cried the countess. “I un- 
derstand; no appetite—ha! ha! You will re- 
cover from that malady. Ma foi! when you 
come to be my age you will have an appetite.” 

And she went on eating with her fingers, and 
a the bones, and almost snarling over 
them. 


about to say. I 


. me; 
given it up to You see how I love you— 
honeaee notes t aa And she grinned 
lorri y. A 

Lily was only too glad to obey. She was al- 
Ways hone” when edcione came, that she 
might seek from her sorrows in the fer- 
&etfulness of a sound or in the unrealities 
Qf a pleasant dream. _ took a little candle 


that had been placed on the side-table for her, 





drink made her heavy and 
drowsy. She put out her light, and undressed 
and crept to bed in the dark. She bean to sa 
her pra e never omitted them, thoug 
she might have begun to think that there was no 
ear in heaven for her, so often had she repeated 
them and yet no deliverance—she began her 
prayers, but, as had often happened before, when 

was worn out with her dragging-chain of 
misery, she lost herself among the words, and 
fell asleep murmuring them. 

How long she had been asleep she knew not, 
but she was suddenly aroused by & t gleam 
of light streaming through the aie of her 
door. She thought for a moment that the Cot- 
tage was on fire, and was about to scream and 
give the alarm, when she heard her mother’s 
voice. She was singing 

Gai, 

Vive ia pealriote. 
Lily listened, and heard her mother mixing up 
the names of Milord Carlton, and Sir William 
Long, and the Marquis Greyfaunt—le Marquis 
Greyfond, as she called him—in a succession of 
nonsense verses, with the same gay, reckless 
chorus. Anon, she broke intd another strain— 
French dithyrambics which need not be re- 

They were about love, and bagatelle, 

and cognac. 

The light seemed to be growing stronger and 
more intense, as if the room beyond were burn- 
ing fast. Lily rose from her bed and crept to 
the door, which she had neglected to close. It 
stood slightly ajar. She knelt down and looked 
through the opening. 

The countess, her mother, was sitting in the 
gilded arm-chair, her feet resting upon the gilt 
eagle which formed a foot-stool, holding a glass 
in her hand, andsinging. She had lighted every 
burner in the great chandelier designed for halls 
of dazzling light, and, in the midst of the gilding 
and brass and lacquer and the blaze of gas, 
trolled forth her reckless French songs. Lily 
was relieved to find that the house was not on 
fire, as she at first feared; but she was inex- 
pressibly shocked to see her mother ia that dread- 
ful state. Her first impulse was to retire, and 
once more hide herself under the bed-clothes ; but 
she felt herself rooted to the spot as if by a fasci- 
nation. She remained gazing at the extraordi- 
nary scene until the woman rose, and with an 
unsteady step approached the door of her cham- 
ber. Lily retreated immediately, crept into bed, 
and feigned to be asleep. 

The next instant the countess entered and ap- 
proached the bed. She for a moment 
and looked down upon the face of the girl, seem- 
ingly wrapped in sleep. Lily felt the light from 
the chandelier in the other room streaming full 
and strong upon her closed eyes, and through 
her eyelashes she could see her mother looking 
down upor her with a strange wild expression 
that terrified her—terrified her only for a mo- 
ment. When the thought suddenly flashed 
through her brain that the Wild Woman had 
come to murder her, she resigned herself, and 
closed her eyés firmly, in anticipation of the 
stroke that would rid her at once of life and of 
ne . She was sensible of something ap- 
proaching close to her, and muttered a prayer. 
She felt a glow of heat upon her cold brow, and 
held her breath for the stroke to fall. It fell. 
It was a fierce, feverish, savage kiss imprinted 
upon her cheek by her mother—for the first 
time in the girl’s memory. 

The countess seemed to repent of what she had 
done. The moment she had kissed her daughter 
she drew herself up to her full height, her face 
reddened, her eyes flashed fire, and she smote 
herself upon the mouth savagely, as if to casti- 
gate her lips for the weakness of which they had 
been guilty. 

The countess retired immediately. Lil 
watched her with bated breath, and listened. 
She saw the lights go out in the gilded cham- 
ber; she heard her mother stamping and rag- 
ing in the bedchamber adjoining. The chairs, 
or the%thest of drawers, or the towel-horse, or 
something had offended her. ‘Then all was still. 
Lily tried to compose herself to sleep ; but sleep 
would not come, she was too much agitated. 
She thought, as she always did when harassed 
and perplexed, of Edgar. He was her star in 
the dark; the pole to which her heart turned 
like the trembling needle in the compass of the 
cast-away mariner. The thought passed through 
her mind once again that if she were only Ed- 
gar’s equal in position, her misery would: cease, 
and all would be well. Still she could not sleep. 
She rose, lightedi r candle, and tried to read. 
She could not rea . Her attention wandered 


to any thing excepi the page upon which her 
eyes were ben at the end of all to 
the image of the handsome Edgar Greyfaunt. 


Suddenly her glance fell upon the yhite cov- 
er of the toilet-table. Woven into its texture, 





bird fluttered away and escaped from her hands. 
But at last she hunted it into a corner. The 
little bird had led her to the hotel at Green- 
wich, where she sat upon Sir William Long’s 
knee and played with his seals, and with the 
great signet-ring on his finger. It was upon 
that signet-ring, and upon a certain seal, that 
she had first seen the image of this little bird 
with the leaf in its mouth. It was acrest. How 
did this crest come here ? 

Lily asked herself the question, and a thought 
rushed into her brain, bringing back some words 
long since spoken, some feelings long since faded, 
like early leaves, and filling her breast with a 
storm of conflicting thoughts. She looked at 
the crest again. There was a motto embroid- 
ered underneath. It was ‘‘Spes et fortuna.” 
Fortuna? That must mean fortane; but what 
was “ ” 

Lily Bil wo sleep at last, with the word upon 
her lips, wondering. 





INTERESTING ITEMS. 


Loture used to say that he was‘ once w! 
times in one forenoon. The old German 
barbarism. 


ful dens of obituary in one of their 
journals, as laie as 1782, contains 
t ti exertions: ‘* Hauberie, 





teacher in a village in Suabia. the 51 7 

months of his official ey 
with a 

20,989 blows and raps with 2 ae > 186,715 

over 


boxes on the ear, 1,115, 


language, and the rest he had invented.” 


Wrrs the title of L’ Echo N & matrimonial paper 
is soon to be established in exclusive object of 
the journal is to promote the habits of its sub- 
seri ; and ony oe several columns of ** Proposals” 
and “ Wants” will be published, the love correspond- 





prospect for 
Of course those in the market 
awaiting customers will be classified by the editor un- 
der the terms of * tall,” “ short,” “ middling,” “light,” 
*+dark,” “*stumpy,” and ‘* square-shouldered.”” 


to local influence or national senti:nent. In Europe the 
general coior for mourning is blach ; for that color, being 
the privation of light, is supposed to represent the priva- 
tion of life. In China it is white, that color representing 
purity. In Turkey it is purple or vioiet, colors which are 
supposed to express a mixture of sorrow and hope. In 
y it is yellow, that the color of vegetation when 
In Ethiopia it is brown, that being 


it fades and decays. 
the dead return. 


the color of the earth, to which 


A onaP.a.n of the Christian Commission, while moving 
through a long line of sufferers, administering the conso- 
lation of the Gospel, approached the bedside of a gallant 
fellow who was severely wounded. His earthly march was 
nearly ended; but when the chaplain asked h: 
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fairly rock with 
dier choir ceased sin the cha) 


throne of Liberty. 


Tue following in relation to various 
will be interesting to housekeepers : ‘* Hy; 
fore the ” or * spring,” that is, early in 
the spring; hence it is often called ** Y¥ a 

skin” is of the refuse of other 5, 





“ folded plant.” ‘+ Sou ” * amall 
kay” is name of a small river in the region where it is 
bought. “ Congo,” from a term s' ** labor,” from 
care required in its prep 
ini slight in itself, but which in a few years 
may revolutionize the outward 
ature, has very recently been made in the of new 


was employed; and toward the the last ceutury, 
Dutch pepen neste Retoant a a from 

Tess. past thirty years has been 
the favorite : but this has eo increased in price, 
owinz to th» war, that an pormepere Says. BY 

the ider. of a | ¢ having all 
to ent eee to take its piace cn tho 
outcide of books, Some specimens of thi prepared paper 
are now before us. Tals ee aeane epenae e Saeve 
impressions with the distinctness of morocco, and, ax it 
can be washed with soap and water when dirty, it may be 
surmised that hereafter the * musty literature” 


many years longer, the ultimate fate of the devoted State 
will cease to be one The most dan- 
gerous enemies of the soil of are what its inhabit- 
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the phenomena ; a 
text around which may cluster many a 
from 


ing thought ; 
@ mere hue or line 


—ma: 
on thousands of ~ - yy aA A scenery 

present aspect obe presents no par- 
allel. This flexure of the stone tells me of violent valine 
eruptions, by which ~ soft, newly ted stratum— 
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country ap ' enormous strata of rock and mountain range 
—difficult of access and inconvenient for study—bat even 
upon the smallest ‘tone, so that the annals of craation are 
multiplied by myriads of copies, and can never be lost."* 


OvergE Beps.—The banks of the Solent between Caleliot 


adapted 
by causing a difference in the 


tide. 
and the instant it is 


its home, whence it derives its first nourishment, and com- 
mences growing to maturity. 

A JEALOUS map, who was on a visit to was 
induced to call on a clairvoyant to ascertain what his 
wife was doing at her 
“She is sitting 


said the gentleman; “who can she expect?" “Some one 
enters the door! She seizes him and caresses him fondly.” 
“Horrible!” interrupted the gentleman, thinking of the 
Divorce Court. ‘ Now he lays his head in her lap, and 
looks tenderly into her eyes." ‘Dreadful! She shall 
suffer for this.” ‘* Now he wags his tail!” and as this ex- 
plained the story old J departed, and resolved not 
to be inquisitive again in regard to his wife. 


M. JuLes Janrn tells a good story of a general of the 
Capuchins who happened to enter Paris, on a miesion from 


the Pope, on the same day that the King of France.wns 
expected in capital, mi! he ovation to the 
monarch for one to hi streets were thronged, 
banners wa bells all was joy and festivity 


gorgeous—choice tapestry draped the houses, and a 
fountain of Burgundy played in the street, from which a 
Naiad filled him a foaming goblet. ‘‘ Ah!" murmured the 
good father still, “ what honor they pay me; what —— 
ness!" At last he reached the Hotel de Ville, where the 
Court was stationed resplendent with di and lac: 
and where the Archbishop of Paris was dexcried in full 
dress, surrounded by his clergy. Cries of “There he ix! 
there he is!" burst from the assembled multitudes; the 





general of the Capuching, “it is tro 
much!” In an instant all became quiet; the pageant 
had vanished. The King had re-entered his palace «t 
Versailles, the angel retired into his cloud, and the gen. 
eral of Capuchins entered the great Capuchin monastery, 
ceeme is eee, seeneiy sates. Gt i a gon tr 
single ex im. ant to this anec- 
dote of Lape Piron, the poet and 
pawn Lp Face [gt neler ramble, sat down to re-t 
on of Just as he was congratulating himscif 


on his temporary from the fatigues of notoriety. 
and dating raptarouif othe a le delights of the 
bag od Sr and made him a profound bow. 
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THE LATE COLONEL 


THE LATE COLONEL GARDINER. 


Covoxet ALEXANDER GARDINER, of the Four- 
teenth New Hampshire Volunteers, whose portrait 
is engraved on this page, was a native of New York 
City. Shortly after being admitted to the bar he 
removed to Kansas, then in her darkest hours of 
trouble, taking with him a printing-press and ma- 
terials for the establishment of a Free-Siate paper. 
But Lawrence was sacked and his press utterly de- 
stroyed before the issue of the first number of the 
paper. Colonel GArviner did not practice law in 
Kansas, as he refused to take oath under the pro- 
slavery Constitution. Having seen Kansas sub- 
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ALEXANDER GARDINER. 


stantially through her troubles, Colonel Garpiser 
removed to New Hampshire, and soon took aftom- 
manding position in his profession. He volunteered 
in the Fourteenth New Hampshire Volunteers, and 
was appointed Adjutant. After seeing service in 


it returned to take part in the final struggle in Vir- 


the command of the regiment, and was killed at its 
head while leading his men to the charge at the vic- 
torious battle of Winchester. The army may have 
lost more prominent officers, but none braver, no- 
bler, truer. 








TER LATE MAJOR JAMES P. JONES.—[Sze Pace 717.) 


Virginia the regiment went to New Orleans, when | 
it was attached to the Nineteenth Corps, with which | 


ginia. Adjutant GARDINER had been promoted to | 
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THE LATE RESIDENCE OF THE REBEL COLONEL PEGRAM, WITH FEDERAL FORT ADJACENT, ON GENERAL MEADE’S LEFT.—Skircuxp py Cuartes H. Cuarix.—[See Pace 717.] 
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BEFORE PETERSBURG. 


On this page, and on pages 712, 713, and 716, we 
give illustrations of General Grant's Campaign. 
The adjoining cut represents a Sicnat-Station 
near General Mrape’s head-quarters in front of 
Petersburg, and overlooking the roads to the rebel 
lines on our left and to the lead mines. 


Below is a representation of a Boms-proor Rr- | 


rLe-Prt in front of the Second Corps. In the ab- 
sence of active military operations the soldiers clab- 
orately intrench themselves in works like the one 
here represented. 

On page 716 is an illustration of a Federal Fort 
on General Meape’s extreme left, and built in the 
vicinity of the ruins of the rebel Colonel Pecram's 
late residence. 

The illustrations given on pages 712 and 713 re- 
late to the work going on at the Dutch Gap Canal, 
east of Petersburg, and to the military roads con- 
structed by General Granr for the use of his army. 

The Canal at Dutch Gap is within General But- 
Ler’s lines. Its object is to cut off a long bend 
which the James River makes around Farrar’s Isl- 
and, and enable our fleet to take part in the opera- 
tions against Richmond. _It is hoped that the canal 
mav be more efficient than that by which it was in- 
tended to make Vicksburg an inland city, giving the 
Mississippi a new course. ‘The surrender of Island 
No. 10, in 1862, was undoubtedly hastened by the 
canal which General HALLECcK built, and by which 
he effected a passage tothe enemy'srear. This canal 
at Dutch Gap was begun in August, and is now 
nearly completed. Its completion the rebels expect 
to be followed by a formidable advance on Rich- 
mond. 

Another sketch gives a view of the United States 
Military Railroad in front of Petersburg. This rail- 
road connects with Grant's extreme left. A third 
sketch represents our soldiers building roads; and 
gives also a view of the Railroad from the Army to 
City Point. The railroad is built on the surface of 
the ground, and without grading. The sketch is 
characteristic of the country between the army and 
City Point. 





THE LATE MAJOR JONES. 


Magor James P. Jones, the fighting Quaker, 
Seventh Regiment Maine Volunteers, whose por- 
trait we give on page 716, was born at China, Muine, 
in May, 1835, and was killed at the battle of Crvs- 
tal Springs, before the defenses of Washington, July 
13, 1864. His father and mother, Ex1 and Syvit 
Jones, are distinguished Quaker ministers, having 
as missionaries visited most of the United States 
and British Provinces, England, Ireland, France, 
Germany, Norway, Sweden, and Liberia in Africa. 
Taught in childhood the pace theories of BarcLay 
and Penn, he passed the limits of his father's li- 
brary, with an active and naturally martial mind, 
which found in ancient and modern battles for 
fre dom, and human rights more genial subjects for 
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study. Desirous, but unable, to go to the Military 
Academy, with wonderful persistency he fitted him- 
self for College, committing most of the Latin and 
Greek Grammarwhile walking the distance of two 





miles, between his father’s house and the school. 
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BOMB-PROOF RIFLEPIT IN VRORT OF PRTBRSBURG.—[Suarenep sx A. W. Wannem.) 


SIGNAL sTATION NEAR GENERAL MEADE'S HEAD-QUARTERS.—[Surtcuxp py A. W. Wazrey.) 


He entered the Friends College at Haverford, Penn- 
sylvania; in 1851, and left in two years because of 
pecuniary embarrassments. In one vear from this 
time we find him a Junior in Michig in University ; 
and in 1856 he was graduated the first classical 
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scholar in his class, and immediately elected Tutor 
of Ancient Languages both in his alma mater and 
at Haverford College. These positions he declined, 
and opened a family school, in which he continued 
until his duty to his country called him forth. 

In August, 1861, he went into the service as Cap- 
tain. This step was opposed by his family and 
friends, without in the least shaking his purpose to 
go. He was in nearly every battle of his glorious 
regiment, and, a comrade tells us, was always in 
front when duty called. He particularly distin- 
guished himself at Antictam in a charge made by 
his regiment, again in the second battle of Freder- 
icksburg, and lastly in the battle of the Wilderness 
and Spottsylvania; in the former of which engage- 
ments his regiment, with him at the bead, was the 
first that stopped the panic in the Sixth Corps; is 
the latter he received a ball through his right arm. 
He came home, but in a few days returned to the 
front, having still no use of his arm, although his 
furlough continued three or four weeks longer. 

Only a few days passed after his return before 
the sad tidings came that he was dead, accompa- 
nied by these few words to bis friends: “I die for 
my country, and am willing to die. All is well 
with me. Tell my boy never to disgrace the name 
of his father.” Thus fell, facing the foe in front 
of the Capital, with an imperishable record, a brill- 
iant scholar, a brave soldier, and an unfaltering 
patriot, 


UNION REFUGEES. 


WE give on page 708 a sketclt representing Union 
refugees coming into the Federal lines. Although 
General SHERMAN would not permit the residents 
of Atlanta to remain there, yet neither be nor any 
other of our generals has refused to receive into his 
lines those flying from the hard despotism and mis- 
ery which have blighted the Southern Confederacy. 
These refugees, whether they come from Richmond 
or from the Southwest, are invariably provided for 
in every possible way, and are not in any case com- 
pelled to enter our armies. The number of these 
helpless ones must continually increase es the press- 
ure of our conquering armies bears more and more 
heavily on the rebel strong-holds. The rebel con- 
scription grows daily harder and more merciless in 
its provisions, and there are thousands of women 
and children who must inevitably be left without 
husband or brother or father to feed or defend them, 
and their only hope will be in escaping to the 
North. 

The Sanitary and Christian Commissions with 
our armies in the field deyote no small measure of 
their attention to these refugees, who have large 
claims on their charity and kindness. In many 
cases they have borne obloquy on account of their 
devotion to the old flag; and we should receive them 
as heroes who have served our glorious cause. 
There are in the South many such, of whom we 
must remember that 

“They also serve who only stand and wait.” 
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HUMORS OF THE DAY. 
Tur * 


‘earned Profesecr 
east wind; aad Tom Sheridan is said to have once kept 
him a prisoner in the house for a ops fo 
weather cock in tha* direction. 


set ieaaaie cee teaaian ateainpiilamaiin. 
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Policemen, although their general health is good. are 
much troubled with felons on their hands. 


Which ts the mest povertel; the casth or the asa? The 
sea, of course, it hee such heaps of muscles. 











Tus Wrxe Dor:—Help yourself and pase tie bottle 
If you went to be Iionized go into the wilds of Africa. 


The following verse comm-<morates the not uncommon 
misfortune  s hungry ushin: 
“There was a smal! bey of Pawtucket, 
He bought him an crange to suck it; 
He had a long nove, 
And as you may suppose, 
Inte the orange he stuck it.” 











A sexton was lately asked how trade wae with him. 
He replied that it was “ Verra bad—nowt doing hardly.” 
“ Why, how's that 9” aske? the other. ‘* Well, thee sees,” 
answered the sexton, ** poverty seldom dies. There's far 
more kilt wi o’er-hettin’ an’ o’er-drickin’ nor there is wi’ 
bein’ pinched.” 

An inveterate “i¢ bacbelor says ships are called “ she” 
because they alway= keep a ran on the look-out. 
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A sick dog isn’) generally strengthened by a couree of 








Time is money; of courve it is. or bow coul4 you “‘ spend 
an evening?’ 


Why is a pig the most extraordinary ania! in crea- 
tion ?—Because you Sost kil and then cure Lim 








“ Pilly, my boy_cau"t you eat a little more? “ Well, 


perhaps I could if I sicod up, mother.” 
me -- - 
According ir the articles of war it is death i stop & 
capnon-beli. 
ocmenemnactipae 


Why is tho letter s lx2iy to prove uangerous in argu- 
ment —Becsuse it turns words into swords / 
mannan ceenalinrmnimaniaiaaa 

Lest Sundey little Ika, tbree vears and a b=If old, one 
to church for the first tune. His nother gave him a 
ny to put in the enntributior box, which he did, 1 
quiet for a few moments, end then wanted to know how 
soon the man was coming with the candy. 








The man who iaakes a hnsiness of raising vork tor 
market may be said to tive by his pen. 





If you wart %¢ kindle tne At-ne of ‘eve in a ledv's breast 
you maxt ¢pevk ver ‘Ul se tc ecger for a match. 
ee ee 
Why should a ran with a tomagant wife be accounted 
a smart fellow ?—fereuse he's e ehvewed individual. 








An Irish >auntes aemaves Kast, alnong cther 
he has a ropres atation o* * Derth os large as 





Re: ec. ewory hocy’c scetings. Uf you wish to have 
where 





your laund: “eas eddrees, 21 asking her she 
* hangs unt.” 
The telegrams that ccme ec Philedelphis to New York 


are generally r¢-I7¢7 on. 
es 
It is stated the. ai ~ Newark deating society a wheel- 
wright waa hy far the h<¢st spokes-man 





A burned. child bates the firc. but a man who has been 
singed by Cupid’s torch always has a‘sneaking kindness 
for the old flame. 


pent Ae ab enireny ctteacial & Gating aeieny 
en. , 








Why is a hive tike a spectator ~t a show ?—Beceuse it 
is a bee-holder (beholaer). 





A Ma: oF St2aw—Wiil-o’-the wisn. 





The minister yko divides his scrmcn irto aeven heads 
finds it difficult to get cttentive cars for all ci them. 


WELL Matorrs..-An intelligent farmer beins, asked if 
his horses were well metched, replied, “ Yes, they are 
matched first-rate: one of them is willing to do all the 
work, and the other is willing he should.” 

-_-—_ ——— 

Why *. 4.8i8 hke a ucgro’s mouth ?—Because it abounds 

in gum enc inory. 











ee 
Whet setter in the alphabet compels r. man to laugh ?— 
The letter S-~it usakee nigger snigger. 
inte Rigs «pies... ene” 
Why icr’'t « Yo'nt Stock Cowpany like a watch?—Be- 
cause it docs not ge on after it’s wound up. 





Jt tock six days cortinuous labor to make tho world, 
but to make 't over again would only be # recreation. 
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A Prescy or * Taxoxe Vanvers”. —A thief. 








He must 
« fortress. 


Pierbe” Liamiet so couregeous tn addressing his fa- 
hex ‘a poet ?—Reenusc he see ect garter tos diate, 


he & strong general who can storm and carry 





“People may say what mes wiil abcut country air be- 
ing eo good for*em,” sala Mrs Pertington, “and whe 
can fat up cn it: for my part, | think it wo to the 
vitties. Air may do for camomiles and other reptiles that 
live on it. But £ know that men wust have something 
more eubstentialer. 


A corntry centloeman, i. his garden, saw his 
gardener asicep 1.2 an arbor. * it!" says the master, 
“asleep, you idle dog, you are = Prsytes that the enn 
should shine on you.” ‘3 am truly sensible Coe ua 
worthixess,”’ answered the man, “ and therefore I laid my- 
elf down in the shade.” 


A young Hibernian friend of ors, who is desperately in 
love, cays that he hes heen slectrided with « galvanic 
battery 


A despairing man tears his hair. An enraged woman 
memes her husband's, 














We once pentiie.ennen of the world say, “The state 

of witextesh, emanates, 5 a ae eames 
the modesty of a young girl witnout being a to feign 
her ignorance.” 





When may a cheese be 


sald to resemble majesty ?—~ 
‘When it is high and mét>, 
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IN THE WILDERNESS 

Ax day long the battle raged, 

With clang of guns and bugle’s breath, 
In the tangied swamps of the Wilderness, 

Through dusky thickets dim with death. 
All day the fierce tide surged and swung, 

With crash and shriek and cannon’s tone, 
While far along the glimmering lines 

Proadly our golden eagles shone, 


The rifle-pits swarmed black with men, 
And like the sheeted August rain, 
A stinging storm of iron hail 
Beat on our steadfast line in vain. 
And up the mid-May’s blinding blue, 
That spans life’s infinite, poor desire 
With the great calm of God, the shells 
Made trailing, long-drawn arcs of fire. 


Our batteries crowned the slanting ridge— 
Too dense the woods for gunner’s aim— 
Save here and there a random shot, 
From brazen lips no answer came. 
And grim with smoKe and powder-stain 
The strong-limbed, dusty cannoniers 
Leaned, eager, on their idle guns, 
And heard their distant comrades’ cheers. 


Far to the rear the sandy road 
Ran northward to the distant town; 
No battle-clamor stirred the air, 
And the land wore its spring-time crown 
Of beauty, song, and biossom’s flush. 
While young leaves made a tender gloom 
Where robins sang and roadside banks 
Were whitened with the clover’s bloom. 


Under a brown-stemmed chestnut-tree, 
That made a green tent overhead, 
A young boy, or the cool, soft grass, 
Stretched shattered limbs that a~hed and bled; 
Full young to wear a soldier's blue, 
And share a patriot’s toils and fears, 
Yet strong in that large growth of soul 
That comes not with the added years. 


And as he lay in helpless pain, ‘ 
His marching days forever done, 
He reached a feeble hand and plucked 
The violets dreaming in the sun, 
Meekly, in blue-eyed families, 
And at their fragrance in his heart 
A mist of memories rose, that made 
Quick ‘ears to manly eyelids start. 


The low swell of New England hills— 
The oid home-farm—the orchard, fair 
With wreatks ot tinted apple-blooms, 
And just beyond, the meadow where 
He found the first spring violets 
In haypy. boyish days long-gone, 
But unforgct, ere through the land 
War's tiery .trampet had been blown. 


His ¢:rav-haired mother, on her kneec 
Prayiu. the dear God night and day 
For him, her bright-eyed, latest born— e 
God bless and keep him safe alway! 
A thought of home and mother-love, 
Ard through the mid-May’s shining calm 
A great peace folded softly down, 
Like the low music of a psalm, 


On his tired heart in infinite rest ; 
Aud centred in the -alm divine 

Of happy Nature’s sweet, blind trust, 
He saw Faitt’s golden promise shine, 

Thai He who made those simpl ‘lov ers 
‘fo biossom ir the Wilderness 

Would look upon His helpless caila 
With eyes of pitying tenderness. 
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IMPORTANT TC ALL INVALIDS! 





diseases & Bad State of the 
estat by Debian or « Low State of the Bysiers 


yet rod phen cin, mfering return a. stron, 
weak, ly strong, 
Nesing. ond ’ | loon oo Minas ate 


Relate to give ita tria 
cust veneen ily tate to give it a trial. 
SEND FOR A PAM?HLET. 

J. P. DINSMORE, 491 Broadway, New York. 
F.R SALE BY ALL D&UGGISTS. 














; 100,000 

SETS OF JEWELRY, GOLD 

PENS, BRAG LOCKETS, RINGS, GENTS 
iS, BUTTONS, STUDS, ETC., 





‘RUSSIA SALVE. 


Forty Years’ Experience 


Has fully established the superic ‘ty of this salve over all 
remedies for 
SORES, BURNS, CUTS, yay WOUNDS. BOILS, 
PILES. &c., &c. 

Fam im at cnet, ani reine the most an- 

wpcbings and inflammation as if by magic. 
9S Cents a Box: by Mail, 12 Cents Extra. 
POR GALE BY 
J. P. DINSMORE, No, 491 Broadway, New York. 


8. W. FOWLE & CO., No. 18 Tremont Street, Boston. 
And by Druggists and Apcthecaries generaily. 


A. T Stewart & Co. 


Have made, by means of the recent Auction Sales, large 
a. additions to their 








POPULAR STOCKS 
batr y irty i my High-Colored Plaid Poil 


Bleached Shirtings, at 25 cents per Yard and upward. 
Also to their Stocks of 


Blegant Novelties 
Poult de Soies, Satins, Velvets, Velour 
Poplins, new colors, American 


Hosiery, 
Gloves, 
&e., 
AT PRICES GREATLY BELOW VALUE IN GOLD. 


_ Broadway and Tenth Street. 


0 U2 NTAIN PEN—NO INKSTAND REQUIRED, 

One filling writes twelve hours. x: pens in silver 
cases, 75 cents to $3.00, Send stam Cireular. G. F. 
HAW KES, 6 Sole Manufacturer, No. Messen oon G8. B. . - N. ¥. 








Six Doilars made from fifty cts. G8 eal om 
ine. or samples sent free by mail for 50 cents. Retails 
tor $6, by R. L. WOLGUTT, 170 Chatham Square, N. Y. 


Shults’ Onguent, warranted to produce s full set. 
of Whiskers ip six weeks, or muney refunded. cm 
paid, for 50 cents. Address C, F. SHULTS, Troy, N. Y. 


HE MODEL MAGAZINE OF AMERICA.—DEMO- 
REST’S ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY and Mme. DE- 
MOREST’S MIRROR OF FASHIONS.—This splendid and 
interesting Magazine, with a host of useful, novel, and su- 
perior attractions, chould find its way into the hands of ev- 








oq a) and dressmaker; and, once 
enjoyed, will be sound indispen: able. December Number 
Dow ready. 





NEW POCKET ey 








Boenerr'e Puceneet. 8 £0 delicate and pure that it will 
not discolor muslin, and yet so permanent that its flavor 
ctings for weeks.— Hartford Courant. 


TAMMERING.—For a 
cw and 


R WELLS, No. 389 
$76 Sess 


PER ee and ali expenses Sew 
Address D. tt ty. 
Rucnrey FALSE MUSTACHES, 50 cts. and $1 a 
inet alr cnn ae ee. ae EN nevent 
PHILA, Brocklyn, N. Y 
“SPLENDID PHOTOGRAPHS FOR $1 00, Album. 
Oe ey ee en ae of ee 

in U.S Se and Catalogues, 25 
Address J. Tv. ROLLINS, Newburyport, Mee 


BALL-ROOM «:OOKS. 
HOWE'S BALL-ROOM HAND-BOOK, containing 200 


IQUETTE OF THE BALL ROOM, containing 





Physiological Treatise on its 
” by return post, send 20 cents 
way, New York. 














57 WS $10 


102 Nassau St., N.Y. Established 1855, 


ELLIPTIC SEWING MACHINES. 
They are the best. See them before purchasing 
Office, No. 587 Broadway, New York. 

DR. NEWMAN'S TRAVELS iz the HOLY LAND. 


HARPER & BROTHERS, 
FRANKLIN SquaBE, New York, 
Lublish this Day: 


PROM DAI; TO BEERSHEBA: 
The Land of Promise as it now Appears. 


INCLUDING A DESORIPTION OF THE BOUNDARIES, TOPOG- 
RAPHY, AGRICULTURE, ANTIQUITIES, CITIES, AND 
PRESENT INHABITANTS OF THAT WONDERFUL 








BY RSV. J. r. NEWMAN, D.D. 


mane Seer 


From the Christian Advocate and Journal, Oct. 20. 





exec: ao tah on cana ae success. 
HARPER & BROTHERS 
Have Jusi Published: 
HARPER'S MAGAZINE FOR NOVEMBER. 
By T. Apo.ravs 


LINDISFARN CHASE. A Novel, 
Troutore. 8vo, Cloth, $200: Paper, $1 50. 
HARPER'S HAND-BOOK FOR TRAVELLERS IN EU: 


witszerland, Denmark, and Swe- 
Prone Frames With a Railroad 
Map, to 1864, and a Map embracing Col- 
ont Routes of Travel in the above Countries Third 
Year, Large 12mo, Leather, Pocket-Book Form, $5 00. 


ot the Gorilla; on inp and Tail- 
ed Men; on the in, Charac- 
the future 


Slave Trade: 
ter, and Capabilities an fan ont 
Civ Pot Western Aftiee By W. Wixwoop 
Reape, IWustrations and Map. 8vo, Cloth, $4 00. 
THE RELIGIOUS TRAINING OF CHILDREN in the 
Family, the School, and the Church. By CaTHagixe 
E. Beecuxr. 12mo, Cloth, $1 75. 
CAPTAIN Bo cen OF Se ee A Pi- 
<a the West Indies: his Loves and 


trations. 8vo, Cloth, $2 00, per, $1 50. 


NOT DEAD YET. ANovel. By J.C. Jearrnzson, A 
thor of “ Live it Down," ** Olive Blake's Good W: ok 
“Isabel; or, the Young Wife and the Old Love,” &c. 

8vo, Cloth, $1 75: Paper, $1 25, 


PULPIT MINISTRATIONS; or, Sabbath Reading:. A 
Series of Discourses on — and Duty. 
By Rev. Garpinee coum, fh , Pastor of the Brick 

Church in the ty ot Mew York. Por- 
trait on Steel. 2 vols., Svo, $6 00. 

SPEKE’S AFRICA. JOURNAL OF THE DISCOVERY 
OF THE SOURCE OF THE _—_ By Captain Jonn 
Hanwine Sprce. Wi and Portraits, and nu- 


THE i ALLINGTON, A Novel. By 
Antuony Toutorg, Author of “Rachel Ray,” “Or- 
ley Farm,” “ Doctor — ” “«Framley Parsonage,” 
“The Lo pe “The Three Clerks," “The West 
Indies and ” fe, IUustraied by Mil- 
lais. Sv, Clothe $2 00; Paper, $1 50. 

LYMAN BEECHER’S AUTOBIQGRAPHY AND ~~ 


Amuatia B. Ep- 
Life,” &c., &c. 


NINETEEN BEAUTIFUL YEARS: OR, SKETCHES 
OF A GIRL’S LIF“. Written by her Sister. With 
an Introduction by Rev. R. S, Fosrer, D.D. 16mo, 


A Novel. 


By Mre. | Gasxext, Author 
yivin's Loven “Cranford,” &c. 


ee et FRIEDRICH II, called Frederick the 


Tomas CaRiyue 2 Vol IV., with Portrait, 
Maps, Plans, &c. Iimo, Cath, $8 68, 
Om" Auyet the chove works sent by mail, postage-free, 
receipt of price, 
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U. S. 7-80 LOAN. BRODIE’S Dr Talbot's Conoentrated Macical ARMY | 
; PINEAPPLE CIDER, Ww : 
eu dutoappowe mtn! Winter Cloak ATCH. 
aah will be received 5 gn a r 0 S. De Talbor has had for the last poo Ch ered ene tte tn Derite Ges, Lp. 
payable three years from Aug. 15th, 1864, with semi-an- An endless variety of every kind of vincos him that itis time the had an article offred ay ee imine. 
t article offered 4 - handsome Turned 
a ab Ge +n poet se ana anare FASHIONABLE WINTER GARMENTS, bot's ted Pineapple Cider, designed for all classes, Solid Guiver Watch ehds tes hanes eee Pe 
per annum—princi terest paid old and yeung. It is not new to the Doctor, but is en- Sunk 
At Prices reduced to Gold Standard. ~ a ? Seconds, Steel Polished Hands. Beautifully fia- 
in lawful money. he Tibisstaetcaemeed tanumes tnovery rexpech. one om aves. 
These Notes will be convertible at the option of the | GEO, BRODIE, 300 Canal St., N. ¥., | nevertheless it will save malilions from being sick. Is it Fucssanasapo Wao. 
holder at matarity, into six per cent. gold-bearing bonds, . ” | ok better to pay tree deuars « year to keop fiwms Being: | wilh 'Sowcieg rum comee sey ee 
mee ont ie tins fre tor sore hen renyyers | ___‘ Leader of Fashions, | Sct sun o fy tx trny tr tet iy | Tabor ray nim, cy ls sya 
from their date, as the Government may elect. They will EMORESTS ILLUSTRATED MONI lLYandmMn | ince of being sick? To prevent sickness use as follows ap gh YF lly set in the out- 
be issued in denominations of $50, $100, $500, $1000, and DEMOREST’S MIRROR OF FASHIONS. Single | {vubler of exit water, and drial che deer tome chet won Watches every devcrigtion ca har MNdirent KELLEY 
$5000, and all subscriptions must be for fifty dollars or | copies 25 cents. Yearly a Package of One Dol- | rise- in the morning, and the same before retire at | @ ALLEN, Importers, No. 200 , New York, 
some multiple of fifty dollars, and Splendid of Washington, asa premiue, | night. It will inerease the end give vigor and Town cod Reglaseb te Oe coca oo pan ere 
As the Notes draw interest from August 15, persons | Office, No. 89 St. N.Y. Do not fll to see this who bes wander theeash Oeied of a RULE : 
subscriptions subsequent to that date must Gu. en a eeien orp Peres a : ‘ 
atten eg or aay arma Magazine Soemsent end we sures Dr. Talbot that he gained ten pounds .f flesh in one The West Indian Hair 
emmeane was co memeiyto surest | CA Mi toh Seo Eg Curler,” 
the United States, at Washington, the several Assistant ES THE SOLDIERS. pet gol arene en ee Med- Warranted to curl the most straight and stiff hair, on 
Treasures end desgaated Depestoci, end ty ol Ho- NINE HOME GAMES in « small box, and weighing but sick one day during that time. ~~, gon.custa "ous to cup sieomadiomeer Gk an 
tional Banks which are depositaries of public money, Ovwoxs. : Price $3 per bottle (full quart). Sent free by express 
ALL RESPECTABLE BANKS AND BANKERS Prepared expressly for the Knapsaok or Haversack. on receipt of price. o w par Bex Gal ees Spann 
throughout the country will give further information and By Mail, post-paid, for $1 00. Al len See 'S DADEITS 
AFFORD EVERY FACILITY TO SUBSCRIBERS. MILTON ee 6 2 . a ALL ARTICLE Ss FoR t SOLDIERS 
: 64, 65, 66, 67, 68, 70, 72, and 74 Washington St., Union troops, should be sent by HARN ENS EXPRESS, 
New York. No. 65 Broadway. low 


NTERRIFIED SHAM DEMOCRATS; the Rickety 
U Chicago Platform; the Artificial Sham, Don’t Remem- 
ber Gun-Boat Mac's Acceptance; the Wail of Fernandy 
Wud, and his wes to catch Secesh Chickens by put- 
ting Salt on their Ti with Funn, Funneer, Funneest 

all in the FUNNIEST No. 5, now 
ready. Sold all about town. 





Smoking-Case. 
For the Army, M 

Travellers, an’ for a 

Smokers. won 


tains Pipes hes, 
Con ipe, Mate: 
and Tobacco. Portable 





ai G2 
Liberal Discount to Dealers. Send for Circular. 








This Splendid and Interesting Magazine, with a host of 
useful novelties and superior attractions, should find its 


will be found indispensa- 
ble. November Number now ready. 


U. S. Government Artificial Leg Depots, 
Where the Government furnishes the U. 8S. 
Army and Navy 





to Soldiers gratis, or its 


DOUGLAS Bey, M.D., U.S. 
private account. 
For instructions, address Dr. Buy, at nearest Depot. 


IMMENSE PROFITS. 


Agents, Dealers, and Country Stores, selling Prize 
Packets, Enoravines, &c., &e. For $17 we will send 100 
of our celebrated NovELTy Packets and a Genuine SIL- 
ver Watou. These Packets retail for 30 cents, contain- 
ing Paper, Envelopes, dc. ; also a Certificate entitling the 
holder to some valuable piece of Jewelry. Watches, Dia- 
= Rings, Chains, &c., given with each Certificate. pig 

we send engravings by which can realize $50. 
Send for Circular. G. 8. HASKINS & co., 
86 Beekman St., New York. 


The Great Inside Route for 


BOSTON. 
STONINGTON STEAMBOAT LINE, 
IA GROTON AND PROVIDENCE 
Toe Ovpsst, Quickest, Sarsst, axp Most Drnxct, 
AVOIDING “POINT JUDITH.” 
The magnificent Steamer 
COMMONWEALTH, 

On TUESDAYS, THURSDAYS, anp SATURDAYS. 











The elegant Steamer 
PLYMOUTH ROCK, 
Ox MONDAYS, WEDNESDAYS, anp FRIDAYS, 
AT 4 O'CLOCE P.M. 
These boats start from Pier No. 18 North River (foot of 
Cortlandt St.), and are acknowledged by all 
travellers to be am: the largest, 
fortable, and best that 


and State-rooms may be secured at Harnden's 
Express Office, No. 65 Broadway, and at No. 115 West St., 
New York, and at No. 76 W: Boston. 





De FOG WANT TRUBS 
WHISKERS ‘ACHES ?—My Onguent 
wr anni to grow heavily in siz weeks (upoe the emooth- 


sent 
Gee. 7 Te Or GRAHEAM, 





without the 


transparent 
logues sent a 
lists-Optician, + Broadway, New York. 


BARD & BROTHER'S (Established 1845) 


GOLD PENS, 


PEN AND PENCIL CASES. Also Manufacturer of 
BARD & WILSON’S PATENT ANGULAR NIB GOLD 
PENS. JAS. D. BARD, Ag’t, No. 22 Maiden Lane, N. 
Y. Gold Pens Repaired or 


GLASS LETTERS & SIGNS 


Gilded Door-Plates, Show Cards, &c. Merchants, Paint- 
ers, and Agents send for cireular. 107 Fulton St., N. Y. 


Old Eyes Made New. 














Sent by free, on receipt of 10 cents. Address 
E. B FOOTE, MD., 
1180 Broadway, New York. 
$1. WHISKERS. $1. 


Ber Cue Deter 5 eth cuah, entes 208 sehanth he 
‘*Grecian Compound,” highly perfumed, which I wa rant 
ae oe a 


stain or injury to skin. Entire satisfaction or 
money refunded. Descriptive circulars mailed free. 
dress E. L, SANFORD, Lansingburg, N. Y. 





TS’ UB. For curling the Hair. 
Price 50 cents. om ene eS eee Address 
Cc. F. SHULTS, Troy, N. Y. 


The Graefenberg Company’s 
UTERINE CATHOLICON (Marshall's). 
An infallible cure for “Female Weakness,” and all 
Uterine complai.ts of women. 
Price $1 50 per bottle. Five bottles or Srx Dotigrs. 
Tur Gearren'ere VECETABLE PILL. 
The best Pill inthe wo.ld for f: mily use, and for all Bil- 
ious and Liver complaints. cents per box. 
Address all orders to J. F. BRIDGE, M.D., 
Resident Physician GRAEFENBERG COMPANY, 
No 379 William Street, near Fulton, New York. 
NQUIRE OF DEALERS EVERYWHERE. 23 














Cured by Bates’ Appliances. For descriptive pamphlet, 
&c., address H. C. L. Mears & Co., 277 W. 28d St., N. Y. 


Printing-Presses for Sale. 





329 Pearl St., N.Y. 


‘Attention Company! 


stimulant. Esch packet 





oS ee 
8 months from day of purchase, 
a ee bey Sa 
ACC 
; P. O. Drawer 118, 


$i00 CASH PRIZES! 


Will be distributed razz in the Puzzle Department of 


MERRYMAN’S MONTHLY. 


For full see the t Number of this 
Genk: Mosuaien, which sy scknowiodged by all _—" 
the best and cheapest publication of the kind. 





One Dollar a Year, Fifty Cents for Six Months. 











OVEMBER No. OF DEMOREST’S ILLUSTRATED 
MONTHLY and K. DEMOREST’S MIRROR OF 





Biandreth’s Pills, 


The weak, the Consumptive, Rheumatic, Costive, Bil- 
ious, and Delicate, after some days’ use, will find renew- 
ed strength and life pervade every organ of their frames. 

Every dose makes the blood purer. The nerves com- 
mence in the arteries and terminate in the veins, These 
pills, as a first effect, act upon the arterial blood, increas- 
ing the circulation, by which impurities are deposited in 
the veins, and they throw off such collections into the bow- 
els, which organs, by the energy derived from Brandreth's 
Pills, expel them from the system. When first used, the 
Pills may occasion griping, and even make the patient feel 
worse. This is an excellent sign, and shows the disease 
will soon be cured. No great good is often achieved with- 
out some trouble in its attainment, and this rule applies 
to the recovery of health. 

BRANDRETH'S PILLS are sold at 25 cents per box, 
enveloped in full directions. Purchase none unless my 
PRIVATE GOVERNMENT STAMP is on the box. See 
upon it B. BRANDRETH in white letters. 

PRINCIPAL OFFICE, BRANDRETH BUILDING, 

NEW YORK. 

For sale by all respectable dealers in medicines. 


PLAYING CARDS! 
Playing Cards. 
Playing Cards. 

BEST THING OUT. 


Finest Card Ever Issued! 





of and and are the same in all 
See ae er aah ts cuaption tatty tas 
ing them «> the light you see 


rr gTOss, 
rT ALN, 60 Was: au Street, N. Y. 








Enameled Chamber 
The best assortment of ENAMELED FURNITURE, in 
all colors and styles, Walnut and Chestnut, Plain and Or- 
namental, in Suites, Wholesale and Retail, Also, Mat- 
tresses and Palliasses, WARREN WARD, 277 Canal St. 


pped Pace, Lipa, etc 
CERTAIN AND IMMEDIATE CURE. HEGEMAN 

ng to the directions, will keep the hands 

soft in the coldest weather. Price 25 cents. Sold by 


druggists. Sant ty ng ce eee a cue. 
EGEMAN & CO., New York. 


The Brazilian Hair Curler. 








One a: warranted to cur! the most straight and 
stubborn into wavy or heavy massive curls. 
Sent, post-paid, on receipt of $1 00. Ad 


5. 8. CHASE, Cohoes, N. Y. 


HE DECEMBER No. OF DEMOREST'S ILLUS. 
TRATED MONTHLY and Mme. DEMOREST'S 
MIRROR OF FASHIONS, with brilliant and original 
Stories, mammoth Fashion Pilates, and other splendid 
Novelties. Now ready. 


Woward’s “ Improved” 
SWHAT-PROO 
Soldier’s Money-Belt. 


free of Sr cnsiostan 69 90 e 7} gene Apel 

or to 

the caliy dested. Large discount to Seabee’ Address 
OWARD BELT Cu., 436 Broadway, New York. 


UNRO'S TEN-CENT PUBLISHING HOUSE Or 
the Million. to-day, Munro’s Ten-Cent Ni 

*8 TERROR, « of startling 
a pat meee No —_ — Z wanes 
copy i or of any lunro's Ten-Cent Novels, of whic! 
= Gesrens; 8. The Putsion High : : The 
Trapper's t; ighwaymen 
Hunted Unionist ; 6. The Track of Fire ; 6. The Man-Fat- 
ers; 7. Charlotte Temple, 8. Tho Death Face; 9. The in- 











er’s Triu 12. The Ocean Rovers; 15. The Out- 
witted ; 14. Zeke Sternum, the Lion-hearted Scout; 15, 
The Scourge oi Seas; 16. The Captive $ 1%. 





LADIES’ LETTER. 
Five ANATOMICAL EnGRaVINGs. 

Has information never 

Sent free, in a sealed envelope for 10 cents. 

Address 4652, New York Post-Office. 





Ph y, or “S1ens of Cuanacten”—Portrait of 
John and of an insane Maniac—Facts about the Brain, 
with Characters, and Biography 

McClellan, Fremont, Brains of 


have it. Sent first for 20c., or $2 a year. By 
have it. GWLER & WELLS, No. $90 Broadway, N.Y. 


For Viet, Fate or Cunet. Contains Brennan on the 
Moor, ** Still in my Dreams,” Kiss Waltz, Lanigan’s Ball, 
Ione Galop, Finigan’s Wake, &c. 6 books 65 cta., 2 Nos. 


25 cta., mailed. 
CONCERTINA INSTRUCTOR, with over 200 
and fashionable songs, waltzes, marches, polkas, 





NEW 


é&c., 65 cte., mailed. . 
GUITAR INSTRUCTOR, and about a songs, 
waltzes, marches, polkas, &c., 65 cts., 
Silk Violin Strings 2% cts., mailed. 
FRED. BLUME, 208 Bowery. 
5 hess NOVEMBER No. OF 
DEMORFST'S 
ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY, 
aND 
MME. DEMOLEST’S 
MIRROR OF FASHIONS, 

With Mammoth Fashion Plates and other Splendid 
Novelties, Now Ready. 
JEWELRY GIVEN AWAY. 

SOLDIERS AND Gree ee GRATIS a 
wich you a TT “ALL MANNER OF SEWELEY 
FREE. ALL LD SEND.. Address 

CHARLES E. MACKEY, 81 Naseau St, New York, 

“Harry Hazel’s Yankee Blade.” 
.... “Phe best Story Paper Published. — 














The Rollicking Rangers; 21. Rattlesnake Dick; 2¥. Rick- 
wtp Tom, the oress 28 Tho Imps ot the Prairie or, The 
Slasher of the Cave. rp OA AR. News Dealers, and 

paid on receipt of , 10 centssach. GEORGE 
& CO., No. 13% 


illiam Street, New York. 
HARPER’S 
NEW MONTHLY MACAZING 
FOR NOVEMBER, 1864, 


Important to Subscribors. 
palace tho omnes tk aie a Sttomend 7 
upon the wrapper Number a Statement 
ecount. The figures on the direction-label following t 
§ show the Number with which the Bubsoripcion 
as noted on our books. Subscriber 


sent 
MU 
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TERMS. 
One Copy for one Year .-. . . - $400 
every Club of Five Sus- 
G0 cach wx 6 Coopicn for $90 00. 
Haxper's MaGazine and Harper's W BRKLY, together, 
one year, $8 00. 
HARPER & BROTHERS, Pusiisieas. 


Circulation nearly 100,000. 


HARPER’S WEEKLY. 
TERMS. 
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IMPETUOUS CHARGE OF THE FIRST COLORED REBEL REGIMENT. 


“The time has come for us to put into the army every able-bodied negro man as a soldier. 


(By our Prophetic Artist.] 


We have learned from dear-bought experience that negroes can be taught 


to fight. I would free all able to Lear arnis, and put them into the field at once. They will make much better soldiers with us than against us, and swell the now 


depleted rauks of our armies."—Henry W. ALLEN (Rebel Governor of Louisiana) to James W. Sevvon (Rebel Secretary of War), September 26, 1564. 
“The Conscription of Negroes should be accompanied with freedom and the privilege of remaining in the State. 


Jerstood that freedom and a home 





When it is once 


in the South are the privileges offered by the Confederate Authorities, not only will desertions from our ranks be unfrequent, but the drafted negroes of the Yankee 


Armies will exchange services. 
fathers."—Richkhmond Enquirer, October 18. 


Nor should this important subject be prejudiced with questions about putting negroes on an equality with our friends, brothers, and 





FISK & HATCH. 
Bankers and Dealers in Government 


Securities. 
No. 38 Wall Street, New York. 


POLLAE & SON, 
MEEKSCHAUM MANUFACTURERS, 
692 Broadway, Near 4th st., N. Y., 
Wholesale and Retail. Pipes cut to 
order and repaired. All goods war- 
ranted genuine. Send stamp for Cir- 

cular. Pipes $8 to $100 each. 











Davis Collamore & Co., 
479 Broadway, below Broome St., 


IMPORTERS OF FINE CuInA, WEDGEWOOD, PaRtan, &c., 
&c. Enoravep Grass to order in great variety. 
CoLonep Stonz Carina Dining Sets. 


pa Wm. Knabe & Co., 


Manufacturers of 
GOLD MEDAL 

Grand and Square Pianos, 

Baltimore, Md. 

Certificates of excellence from 

Thalberg, Gottschalk, Strakosch, G. Satter, 
and other leading artists. 
Every Instrument warranted for 
FIVE YEARS. 

Gold Pens.—lIf you want the best Pen ever used, 
snd to Jolson for circular of engravings, giving exact 
sizes and prices. Pens repointed at 50c. each, by mail. 

LE. 8. JOHNSON, Manufacturer, 15 Maiden Lane. 


Kendall’s Amboline 
For the Hair. 


li surely prevent hair falling out. 
best Hair Dressing in the market. 
For eale by all Druggists. 
Prepared ouly by 











WARING & CO., 
35 Dey Street, New York. 


Madame 
Mm &. MAS, 


Al’ honneur de faire part & sa nombreuse chiéntelle et 
au public en général qu'elle vient de transférer son ¢tab- 
blissement du No. 82 Amity St. au No, 1117 Broadway, 
coin de la 25ieme Rue, New York, et ou elle a ouvert 
ua grand magasin de Manteaux et de Robes. 

Les nouveautes en garnitures pour Robes et Manteaux 
seront aussi vendués séparément et d des prix modérés, 
On trouvera constament le plus riche assortiment d'etoffes 
pour Hobes et Manteaux. 








UNTIL AFTER THE 


PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION, 
KIRTLAND, BRONSON & CO, 


MANUFACTURERS AND JOLLERS OF 


CLOTHING, 


45 AND 47 CHAMBERS STREET, 
WILL RETAIL 
From their Large Wholesale Stock, Suits 
and Single Garments, of Every Descrip- 
tion. equal in Quality, Style, and Finish 
te the best Broadway Custom Work, at 


Prices suprTy PER CENT. 


LESS TIAN THE 6AME GOODS CAN BE MADE TO ORDER 


FIREWORKS. 
New Political Torch, Burns 3 Hours— 


FLAGS, ILLUMINATIONS, &c. 


The New Campaign Lantern, 
With Iluminated Portraits and Mottoes of the Candi- 
dates. Clubs supplied. Depot, FUNSTON & SCOFIELD, 
9 Dey Street, New York. 


WAS E 


Self-Measurement for Shirts. 


Printed directions for Self-Measurement, list of prices, 
and drawings of different styles of Shirts and Collars, sent 
free every where. 


French Flannel Overshirts. 


Cut 38 inches long, $4 75 and $5 00 each. Sent by 
mail on receipt of the Cash and 63 cents postage each 
shirt. 


STEELCOLLARS 


Enameled White, having all the « omforts of linen col- 
lars. Washed and dried in a moment. A sample Collar 
mailed free on receipt of 75 cents. Cuffs $1 00 per pair. 
Ladies’ Collars and Cuffs same price. 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 
Acrnts Wantep in every Town in the Union. 


S.W.H. WARD 387 Broadway, N. ¥. 


Vineland Lands. To all Wanting Farms. 
Large and thriving settlement, mild and healthful cli- 
mate, 30 miles south of Philadelphia by railroad. Rich 
soil, producing large crops, which can now be seen grow- 
ing. Ten, twenty, and fifty acre tracts, at from $25 to 
$35 per acre, payable within four years. Good business 
ings for manufactories and others. Churches, schools, 
and good society. It is now the most improving place 
East or West. Hundreds are settling and building. The 
beauty with which the place is Jaid out is unsurpassed. 
Letters answered. Papers giving full information will be 
sent free. Address CHAS, K. LANDIS, Vineland Post- 
, Cumberland County, New Jersey. 

From Report of Solon Robinson, Agricultural Editor 
of the Tribune: ** It is one of the moat extensive fertile 
tracts, in an almost level position and suitable condition 
Sor pleasant farming that we know-of this side of the 
Western prairies. 


GOLD PENS. 


We will send to any address one of our large size, fine 
quality, warranted Gold Pens and Silver-plated Extension 
Cases, or silver Ebony Holder and Morocco Case, for $1 50. 
Pens repointed for 50 cents, Send stamp for circular. 
AMERIUCAN GOLD PEN CO., No, 200 Broadway, N. Y. 


JUST PUBLISHED.—OLD ABE’S 




















The Presideut Lincoln Campaiga ter; 72 pp., 12c. 
Sold by Booksellers and News-dealers every 
ed, post-paid. T. R. DAWLEY, Publisher, New York. 











The only enameled “* Turn-over" Collar made in met- 
als. Send $1 00 for a “‘Turn-over,” or 75 cents for a 
‘*Choker,” to C. H. WELLING, 94 Pine Street, New 
York, and receive it by return mail. 





TS ww those cases LC eamED, 3 
wth,t 

TES e.crdiic weep 

Mustache, dc. fine and Soe th or tie 

us ., 10.2 fine and vigorons a 

mouials.)’ Tha History and 8 stoall sample of this Balsam 


Sent sealed on receips of return 
30 RAWLINS, 810 Broadway, N.Y. 





FOR A FORTUNE, 
Address FRANKLIN 8. M. CO., Box 802, Boston, Mass, 


ULD YOU REGOVBR THE REMAINS of Friends 
ALEXANDER. Exttalners of the, Deed, Weahingtas, 
D. C., Norfolk or Lermuda Hundreds, Va. 








Oh, Oh, Oh, Boys! 

But that's a good Pipe, so handy to carry, so pleasant 
to smoke, so easy to clean, always ready. It isa gay thing 
for the Bold Soldier Boys. 1 dozen sent free (by permis- 
sion) on receipt of $2 50. 

RICHARDS & CO., $7 William Street, New York. 





RIENDS! Send a stamp for information and my Cir- 
culars. Address L. M. HARRIS, Boston, Mass, 


The only collars shaped to fit 
the neck with a perfect curve, 
free from angles or breaks. The 
turn-over style is TH ONLY COL- 
Lak MADE having the patented 
— for the cravat, rendering 
the surface next the neck - 
fectly smooth and free from 
those puckers which in all oth- 
er turn-down collars so chafe 
and irritate the neck. Every 





Grays 
Patent 


Molded 


Collars Rat 
Y by all retail dealers in men's 
furnishing goods. The trade supplied by 


HATCH, JOHNSON & CO.,81 Devonshire 
St. Boston. 





J. 8. Lowrey & Co., 87 Warren St., New York; Van 
Deusen, Boehmer & Co., 627 Chestnut St., Phila, ; Hodges 
Bros., 23 Hanover St., Baltimore; Wall, Stephens & Co., 
322 Pennsylvania Av., Wash'n: Leavitt & Bevis, cor. 
Fifth and Vine Sts., Cincinnati: J. Von Borries & Co., 
434 Main St., Louisville; A. Frankenthal & Bro.,6 No, Main 
St., St. Louis; Bradford Bros, Milwaukee; Weed, Wit- 
tirs & Co., 7 to 13 Tchoupicoulas St., N. O. 


NOTICE TO THE 
The immense popularity of “‘ Gray's Patent Molded Col- 
lar” has given rise to sundry imitations and infringe- 
ments of my petents. 
The public, and especially dealers in collars, are can- 
tioned that all such violations of my rights will be strictly 
SOLOMON 8S. GRAY. 





E. & H. T. ANTHONY & CO. 
Manufacturers of Pho Materials, 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
ADWAY, B. ¥, 
ness of TOGRAPHIC MA- 
RIALS, we are PES & STi for the following, viz. 
STEREOSC PIC V 
assortment, including War 
ote. Also, ving Ste for public of private <4 
ublic vate @x- 
miikdon, Out Cataloges will be sent to any address"en receipt 
Stamp. 


and we manufacture immense quantities in great variety, 

ing in 3° 60 cents to : each, Our ALBUMS hive the 

ethers, They will Fm by mail, FREE. on vessipt dawn 
FINE 


DI) 
CARD PHOTOGRAP 


OurCatal now embraces over FIVE THOUSAND different 

a = ee : ee are amneny being made) of Por- 
of Eminent Americans, : abou 
100 la, 100 Lieut-Colonela, Sta 
25 Other Officers, 130 Divines, 

275 Colonels, 16 Navy Officers, 125 Authors, 

«0 195 ineat Women, 

3,900 Copies of Works of Art. 

inclatiog ; -_ of the Engrevingt, 

‘aintings, Catalcgues sent on Stam, 
An order for One our sakes will te 

led on the pt of and sent by mail, raze. 





Do you want a Good Magazine? 


If #0, subscribe to the 





. 





And $15 to $20 per day, made easy, selling our 
Novelty, now creating such an Immense Sensati 
extraordinary demand theoughout the aves and Come 


day. Agents wanted in every town, village 

for this Standard Article. A splendid Calo Sine 
emium to eve 

This is the greatest money-making and surest a _ ager 
the day. Profits very large. Sales rapid. We :uaran/e> 
any agent $15 per day. All goods forwarded, with pre- 
miums, same day the order is received. Catalogues. with 
Premium Inducements, sent free. 8. C. RICKARDS & 
CO., 102 Nassau Street, New York, Sole Manufacturers, 


$7 SE" $10 


A Beavtiro. Engraver Goip PLatep Warton, Double 
Care, Lever, Cap, small size, white enameled dial, cut 
hands, “* English Movements,” and correct time-kee;cr 
with an accurate “ Miniature Calendar,” indicating the 
** Day of the Week, Month, &c.," in back case. 

A single one sent free by mail to any address in a neat 
case, WITI A BEAUTIFUL VEST cuAIN, for only $10. 

A neat Sittver Watci, same as above, with “ Minia‘ure 
Calendr,” &c., specially adapted to the Agmy. Sent free 
by mail, to any address, for only $7. 

Address CHAS. P. NORTON & CO., Sole Importers, 35 
& 40 Aun Street, New York. 


7 Ty 
C 4 FQ cbne Fe Gee. the on to 
~ equal it in retaining and perfectly curing 


Heenta,or Rurrvure Office, 1 Barclay 


Street. opposite the Asicr House. 
CARPET WARP. 
Tobacco Twine, 
Twines and Paper. H. A. HARVEY, $4 Maiden Lane, N.Y. 


“The West Indian Hair Curler” 


18 THE MOST EFFECTUAL CURLER IN USE. 
See inside Advertisement. 


Calenberg & Vaupel’s 
PIANOFORTES, 


99 and 101 Bleecker Street, 24 block West of Broadway. 
Warranted for Six Years. 


Derives much of its popuiarity 
from the simplicity attending its 
ue, which gives it a pccu iar 
value in a family. The various 
\ diseares which may be reach d 
by it, and in their incipient 

} stages eradicated, cre among 
those which are peculiarly fatal 
if suffered to run; bret the cura- 
tive magic of this preparation 
. at once disarms them of their 
== terrors. In all respects it ful- 

fills the conditions of a popular medicine. 


Enapp’s Indian S Plaster. 

For pain or weakness in the back, breast, side, or limbs ; 
rheumatism, bruises, spraine, asthma, and diseaces of tho 
lungs, liver, and kidneys, these plasters stand unrivaled ; 
and for cheapness, ease, and durability Si Bepet, surpass 
allothere. Sold by all druggists. General No. 362 
Hudson Street, New York. 


MUSICAL BOXES. 


M. J. PAILLARD, 21 Maiden Lane (up stairs), New York. 










































= 5 ese 
Grover & Baker’s 
Highest Premium 
Elastic Stitch Sewing Machines, 
495 Broadway, New York. 


CARRIAGES AT BARGAINS. 











Immense Stock of Carriages on Exhibition and for Sale 
at the PALACE GARDEN, Fourteenth Street, near Sixth 
Avenue (SantTary Far Butupine). FEmbrecing the new- 
est and most fachiorable styl:s, from the finest Coach, 
through all the varieties of Park Carriages, to the lightest 
Trotting-Wagon. That por.ion of the steck damaged by 
the late fire will be at greatly-rednced , an 
their new stock proportionately reduced tothe 

Woop Brorusns are Agents for the eale 
BANY Slei A full assortment of these 
Sleighs will be found in our stock. 


1 

SOLDIERS AND SAILORS:: 

Send vr address. Return a Paper, 

gratis, to read in camp and ““bumk:* Free to the above 
only. M. “A.” GILBERT & CO,, 36 Ann St, New Yo 


HARPER & BROTHERS 








Have Just Published : > 
USOF’S ND; a Ramble in the Footsteps 
aE ML, Wik Sketches of Advenvare in (alt 


597” Sent by mall, postage-tree, on receipt of priew 








